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THE GIFT. 

I coMS mth a gift. 'Us a limple flower, 
That perhaps ma j wUe a weaiy hoar, 
And a spirit within a magic weaves 
That may touch ycm heart ftom its simple lea^ 
And if these should fidl, it at least will be 
vJLtokea of love fiom me to thee. 

This for age. It will soothe unrest, 
And freshen life in the fiunting breast ; 
It win drop a balm in its thirsty springs. 
As the lark sheds dew from its early wings— 
'TIS a token that youth, though wHd and gay, 
WUl never turn from the old away. 
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TbiB for the young. It win wake to birth 

A better feeling than icDe mirth ; 

It will stir the heart to silent love, 

As the twilighl; hushes the gentle dove^ 

*T1s a token of friendship's secret flow. 

The flashing tide of the world bek>w^ 

This for the loved. It will take the place 

Of tho thrilling tone and the beaming IQiee ; 

It will breathe of words that have passed his tongoa^ 

And startle thoughts that to him have sprung — 

*T1s a token of all the heart can keep 

Of holy love in its fountains deep. 



So, take my gift ! 'lis a simple tkm^ 
But perhaps 'twill wUe a weary hour, 
And the sfnrit Ihat its light magic weaves 
May touch your heart from its simple lea^ 
And if these should fail, it at least will be 
A token of love fromme to thee. 
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THE SOLDIER'S WIDOW. 

BT N. P. WILLX& 



Wo for 9ty vine dad homel 
That it ihould ever be ao daik to me, 
With its bright ihieshold, and its whispering tiee < 

That I should ever oome^ 
Fearing the lonely echo of a tread 
Beneath the loof-tiee of my glorious dead ! 

Lead onf my orphan boy I 
Thy home is not so desolate to thee— 
And the low shiver in the linden tiee 

May bring to thee a joy ; 
But, oh, how dark is the bright hide befixse thee^ 
To her who wkh a joyous spirit bore thee I 

Lead on! for thou art now 

My sde temaining helper. God hath spoken, 

And the strong heart I leaned upon is broken i 

And I have seen his brow, 
The forehead of my uprigbk one, and just^ 
Trod by the hoof of battle to the dust 
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He will not mdet thee there 
Who hlest thee at the eventide, my son I 
And y^beaa ^ ehadowB of the night steil on^ 

He will not call to prayer. 
The lipe that melted, gbuig thee to God, 
Are in the icy keeping of the sod ! 

Ay, my own boy I thy sire 
Is with the sleepeis of the valley o^ 
And the proud gloiy of my life hath pa«t 

With hb high glance of fire. 
Wo that the Imden and the vin^ should bloom, 
And a just man be gathered to the toi^ I 

Why— bear them proudly, boy ! 
It is the sword he ^xded to his thigh- 
It is the helm he w^e in vietcoy— 

And idudl we have no joy 1 
For thy groen vales, oh Switzerland, he died!- 
wiU forget my scrdw m my pndel 
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FOR A LADY'S ALBUM. 

BY JOHN PIBRPONT. 



Grace is deeekful, ftnd beauty vain.— Solomon. 

Oh, say not, wisest of all the kings 
That have risen on Israel's throne to reign I 

Say not, as one of your wisest things^ 
That grace is false, and beauty vain. 

Your harem beauties resign ! resign 
Their lascivious dance, thdr voluptuous song ! 

To your garden come forth, among things divine. 
And own you do grace and beauty virrong. 

Is beauty vain because it will &de 1 

Then are earth's green robe and heaven's light rain } 
For this shall be lost in evening's shade. 

And that in winter's sleety rain. 

But earth's green mantle, pranked with flowers. 
Is the couch where life with joy reposes ; 

And heaven gives down, vdth its %hl and showers^ 
To regale them, fruits ; to deck them, roses. 
2 



14 JFOR A LADY'i ALBUM. 

And while opening flowers in such, beauty spread^ 

And ripening fruits so gracefully swing, 
Say not, O king, as you just now said, 

That beauty or grace is a worthless thing. 

This willow's limbs, as they bend in the breeze 

The dimpled &ce of the pool to kiss ; 
Who, that has eyes and*a heart, but sees 

That there is beauty and grace in this I 

And do not these boughs all whisper of Him, 

Whose smUe is the light that in green arrays them ; 

Who sitteth, in peace, rm the wave 4hey stun, 
And whose breath is the gentle wind that sways tbem 7 

And are not the beauty and grace^of youth, 
Like those of this willow, the work of love? 

Do they not come, like the voice of truth. 
That is heard all around \k here, from above 1 

Then say not^ wisest of all the kings 
That have risen on Israel's throne to reign ! 

Say not^ as one of your wisest things. 
That grace is fidse^ and beauty vdn. 
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LEGEND OP THE NOTCH, 



BY SARAH J. HALE. 



— " He hewed the ^trk old woods awaj, 

And gave the virgin fields to the day ; 

And the gourd, and the bean, beside his door, 

Bloom'd where their flowers ne'er opened befiure ; 

And the maize stood up, and the bearded rje 

Bent low in the breath of an unknown sky." — Bryant 

However we may boast of our advances in 
knowledge, and improvements in the arts, since 
the days of our fathers, the first settlers in New- 
England, it is by no means certain that we have 
advanced in the knowledge of our duties towards 
heaven, or in the art of living more happily on 
earth. Abundance does not always bring con« 
tent, nor security peace. The passion for exces- 
ave wealth, always the rulmg one in an age of 
speculation and trade, has a far more withering 
influence on the tender and kindly feelings of our 
nature, those soft emotions whose virtuous indul- 
gence makes so large a portion of the heart's pure 
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happiness, than have dangers, or privations, or 
even poverty. That devotedness to one dear ob- 
■ ject which constitutes the romance of love, is not 
cherished where fortune is considered an indispen- 
sable ingredient in the marriage contract; nor is 
the domestic union of such cemented by that 
mutual confidence, those kind, yet quiet atten-- 
tions, and reciprocal sacrifices to promote the hap- 
piness of each other, which cause so much of the 
real felicity of wedded life ; the felicity arising 
from the certainty oiheing beloved. 

Our ancestors must have enjoyed this. Nothing 
but that affection which is stronger than the fear 
of death, that love which "woman's own fond 
spirit" can only feel, could have induced Tier to 
consent to share the dangers and distresses of the 
wilderness. Her empire is the heart ; to rule there, 
what will she not dare, or suffer 1 The men had 
a wider sfiliere of ambition. They intended to 
found a nation whose faith should be pure, and 
freedom unconquerable ; yet even then their dear- 
est hopes musthave centered in their own families. 
When husbands and fathers went armed to their 
labours, and dared not venture from the sight of 
their homes lest the enemy should surprise the 
ndpless inmates, could they fail in love and fide 
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lity to those they guarded so sedulously ? And 
what smiles of gladness, gratitude>and attachment, 
must have welcomed their return, from those who 
were dependent on them, not only for support, but 
for protection, for life I 

But, be aU this as it may, neither riches nor 
rank influenced the choice of Robert Wilpon, when 
he selected Mary Grant for his wife. Mary was 
poor, and an orphan. Her father died on his pas- 
sage to New-England, whither he was fleeing 
from a persecution that had confiscated his pr»> 
perty, and for three^lcmg years held him confined 
in a prison. He at length escaped, and with his 
wife and child embarked, as he hoped and pray 
ed, for a better world. His prayer was doubtless 
answered in mercy, for his was not a constitution, 
or mind, that could long have struggled with the 
hardships of the wilderness ; and he died the day 
before the vessel entered the harboO. His wife 
survived him but two weeks, and the httle weep- 
ing Mary was thrown upon the charity of stran- 
gers. They had kind hearts in those old times, 
and, though their own portion was ever so small^ 
always imparted a share to the needy. Mary 
found many willing to wipe away her tears and 
dielter her firo\n sufferings, and finally, in Cap« 
2* 
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tain Waldron and }ady, protectors indulgent as 
parents. They resided ftt Dover, New-Hampshire, 
then considered as belon^g "to the Massachu- 
setts, and found Mary, while qn a visit at Boston, 
carried her to their home, and treated her with 
all the tenderness they could have shown their 
own child. Captain Waldron was a man of con- 
sequence in Dover, and his wife considered one 
of the first women in the town ; and k was fre- 
quently observed, that they would make quite a lady 
of Mary. But the qualifications for ladies were not, 
at that period, graduated on exactly the same scale 
in Dover a3 at the present time. Mary was 
thought to be well educated, yet she had aerer been 
taught dancing, painting, nor embroidery, nor had 
she studied French, music, nor Euclid. She could 
read, however, as fluently as any modem fine lady j 
and read too, with those tones of feeling that pe- 
netrate the heart of the listener. Her voice had 
music in its expression, and she sung so sweetly, 
no gallant amateur couldhave preferred the piano 
to the warblings of her "wood notes wild." 
Moreover, Mary could sew, and knit, and spin, 
and milk, and lay a table, and prepare a repast in 
the very best style of any girl in the settlem^it, 
and all before she was sixteen, '^en natiirci 
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whose gifts are far more t© be coveted than 
those of fashion, or fortune, had been prodigal to 
Mary. She was the fairest girl in the country; 
and many aged women, when gazing on her sweet 
face, shook their heads, and prophesied she had 
not long to remain in this dark world. Mary's 
beauty was not of the kind that is "unchanging- 
ly bright ;" .it was the loveliness of sentiment, the 
benignity and purity of the spirit within, that gave 
to her countenance its irresistible fascination. 
Her chestnut hair, just touched with one golden 
tint, curled around her lovely neck and fair fore- 
head with a luxuriance and grace art cso^iot inu- 
tate. The lily might, perhaps, have been thought 
to have too much predomuiated in her complex- 
ion, had not the least emotion called the blood so 
quickly and eloquently to her cheek ; and the 
pensiveness in her soft blue eyes always changed 
to thehistre of joy, when she welcomed a friend. 
Yet Mary was rather inclined to pensiveness* 
Perhaps the thought of her parents, whose deaths 
she well remembered, oi* that feeling of desolation 
and loneliness which will, at times, press on the 
hearts of those who can claim no kindred tie, had 
given to her countenance an expression of mild 
t»dness, and to her character a cast of seriousness, 
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which, under happier auspicesj ehe would not 
have exhibited.* Hers wa^ just that kind of me- 
lancholy which, in the aged, we call wisdom; 
but which, when possessed by one so young and 
fair, is often said to forebode brevity of life, or 
misfortunes in the world ; and such, it had often 
been predicted, would be the fate of Mary. But, 
while she was invested with all those feminine 
charms that have such an irresistible influence 
over the hearts of men, it is not strange that she 
should have been sought by many ; nor that, 
when young Robert Wilson had once seen and 
Known, he should have loved her. 

Robert Wilson was from Salem. His father was 
one of the first settlers of that ancient town ; a true 
Puritan, steady and sturdy in hia opposition to, 
and abhorrence of, every tenet favourable to pre- 
lacy, or popery. He was an ardent, enthusiastic^ 
and pious man; but a very proud one. He waa 
proud of the sacrifices he had made, and the 
persecutions he had endured, for conscience' sake ; 
proud that he was accounted ashining light in the 
colony ! And it is probable that the sway he was 
permitted to exercise over the minds of those 
among whom he there mingled, was more grati- 
fying to his pride than the homage of his vassab 
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would have been, had he notj by his^incoirigi- 
ble nonconformity, forfeited the estate to which 
he might have succeeded. He was proud too of 
his son, and that was excusable ; Robert was such 
a son as would justly make a parent glad, if not 
proud. Robert had accompanied his father on a 
journey through most of the settlements in the 
colony, whither Mr. Wilson went to examine the 
state of the churches, and endeavour to rouse 
their zeal and kindle their love. At Dover they 
tarried several weeks, passing the time mostly 
at the dwelling of Captain Waldron ; and if the 
father's eloquence failed to warm, or gain hearts, 
the son's was more successful. But Robert gave 
his ovm heart in exchange for Mary's. Mr. Wil- 
son beheld their attachment with more compla- 
cency than those who knew his pride would have 
expected. Several reasons contributed to this. 
The maiden's manners pleased him exceedingly 5 
he saw her always industrious, and very attentive 
to oblige ; and then he very much wished to have 
Robert married. It was his favourite maxim, that 
early marriages made men better citizens ; and 
moreover there was a fine piece of land, on the 
banks of the Cocheco, which Robert might have 
for a farm. Some occurrences in Salem had lately 
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chagrined and disgusted him;— the inhabitants 
of Dover treated him with vast respect, and he 
secretly indulged the intention of removing thi 
ther himself, should his son be prospered. So 
matters were soon arranged to the mutual satis- 
faction of all parties. Robert's land was fixed 
upon ; and, after he had accompanied his father 
to Salem, and procured necessaries for beginning 
in the world, he was to return, prepare a house 
and the means of living, and then he might hope 
for Mary's hand. It cannot be imagined that Ro- 
bert, while his heart was with Mary, and he felt 
" far from joy when far from her," would make 
his stay at Salem a long one. He was soon seen 
wending his way back to Dover, equipped to settle 
in the forest. The appearance of his farm might 
not have been exactly to the taste of the young 
gentlemen of the present day. It lay in all the 
wildness of nature, the tall trees tossing their 
heads proudly in the wind, as if bidding defiance 
to puny man, who was wishing, to usurp the do- 
minion they had held unp^pturbedly for thousands 
of ages. And in the rifecesses of those dark old 
woods, often lurked the* i^^dioua savage, more 
terrific and blood-thirsty than the prowling lion, 
or the crouchipg tif er, However, Robert Wilson 
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surreyed the trees, and thought of the Indians 
without shrinking. He had a light heart, a strong 
arm, a sharp axe, and a sure gun ; and the labours 
and dangers besetting his path of life gave him no 
more concern than would the obstruction of this- 
tle down in his road to church. He was a tall, 
finely formed young man of twenty-one, with eyes 
as black as a thunder cloud, and their flash very 
much like ita lightning. His hair was black as his 
eyes, and his rather dark complexion wore such 
a glow of health, and his whole countenance and 
demeanour so much of happiness and frank confi- 
dence, that all who saw him prophesied, and in- 
deed wished, success to the handsome and active 
youth. Their wishes and his appeared likely to 
bereaUzed. In one year from the time of his 
striking the first blow in the forest, his land began 
to wear the appearance of a cultivated farm. The 
trees had all disappeared from an area of twenty 
acres, and its surface was covered and stumps 
nearly all concealed by aluxuriant harvest. There 
was the golden wheat, the " bearded rye," and 
com as tall and straight as a company of grena- 
diers ; with pumpkins and squashes reposing on 
the ground, and quietly ripening in the heats of 
August. On a gentle sweU in the middle of this 
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plantation stood a small dwelling. I wish I could 
with propriety call it a cottage^ because to many 
young ladies it would give such a romantic inte- 
rest to my story— but truth compels me to confess 
that, although doubtless prettier and more com- 
fortable than many real cottages, it was not at all 
like a cottage of the imagination. It was a build- 
ing, twenty feet by twenty-four, formed of neatly 
hewed logs, the roof covered with boards, the in- 
side divided into two apartments with one closet, 
and the whole lighted by three small glass win- 
dows. On either side of this dwelling rose a large 
locust tree, and several small ones were in front, 
purposely left standing for ornament ; and wild 
rose bushes, and other flowering shrubs, had been 
spared, or transplanted by Robert, to give addi- 
tional beauty to his rural seat. Thick, dark fo- 
rests, formed the boundary of vision on every 
side ; but, in front of the house, the clearing had 
extended to the Cocheco, whose bright waters 
were seen dancing in the sunbeams, and afforded a 
delightftd relief to the eye, after it had dwelt on 
the gloom of the surrounding wilderness. To one 
always accustomed to the retreats of ease and opu- 
lence, the wild placewould doubtless have looked 
dreary as a prison ; but to Robert, who could al- 
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most'call it the creation of his own hands, it was 
a little paradise; and, when his bird of beauty 
should be placed withm his bower, he would not 
have exchanged it for those stately halls his 
mother had told him he was once destined to in- 
habit. The wedding day at length arrived. It 
had always been anticipated by Robert as one that 
would bring unalloyed joy ; but Mary had often 
felt a sadness, something like a foreboding of mis- 
fortune, come over her mind whenever her mar- 
riage was alluded to. She could not tell her own 
heart the cause of this melanchi>ly ; it was not that 
slie was averse to the union, for she loved Robert 
more than all the world besides; nor -that she 
feared to dwell in the wilderness — there Jiad not 
for a long time, been an alarm from the- fndiam^ ^ 
Why is it that, at times, a shadow will fa!l ^n the 
spirit, which no efforts of the mind, no arguin^ats 
of reason can dispel? 

There were great preparations for the wedding. 
Captain Waldron liked a parade ; and his wife 
liked to talk ; and the marriage afforded a justifi- 
able occasion to gain popularity by a hospitable 
display. Three o'clock was the hour of ceremo- 
ny ; then followed a feast ; and, lastly, all the 
company who had horses, were to nde and escort 
^ S 
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the young couple to their dwelling. Of the i^ed* 
ding dresses, I shall only say, that they were quite 
fashionable then, and would be very monstrous 
now ; and a minute description of antiquated at- 
tire ought not to occupy much of a story so li- 
mited as this. The Reverend John Reyner offici- 
ated at the ceremony ; and then the whole party 
sat down to a long table crowned with an enor- 
mous Indian pudding, — ^not made of Indians,, as 
ah Englishman might suppose, but of Indian 
meal,— and served up in a huge pewter platter. 
The plates were of the same metal, all shining 
like silver, from a recent scrubbing ; and then they, 
had roast beef, and lamb, and venison, and many 
other good things, which they relished better for 
#«ddom indulging in them. But they had no wine, 
nor strong drink, in those days ; and, what would 
be remarkable now, the host felt no mortification 
from not having them to offer, nor his guests dia- 
appointment in not having them to partake. 

Robert's house stood about a mile and a half 
from that of Captain Waldron's, and eighty rods 
from any human habitation. The distance was 
not great, but it was aU wilderness ; and the road 
was only cut and freed from the obstruction of 
nrees. No carriage could have rolled over the 
■ ; ». 
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rugged way; but that was no subject of regret, 
as not a wheel vehicle, excepting great lumber 
carts, had ever been seen in Dover. So the gen- 
tlemen mounted their goodly steeds, and, each 
gallantly taking a lady behind him, they set off, 
with the bridegroom and bride at the head of the 
cavalcade, in great style, followed by the smiles 
and benedictions of those who could not join for 
lack of horses. Their progress was joyous and 
rapid, till they entered the winding path of the 
forest, where a more sober pace became necessa- 
ry ; but Robert's horse, being accustomed to the 
way, stiU pressed on at a rate that soon made him 
.several rods in advance of the party. The patli, 
just before entering the clearing, approached very 
near the river ; this curve was made to avoid a 
large rock, that stood like a wall on the north side 
of the road, confining its width to a space barely 
sufficient for a passage. Just as Robert was turn- 
ing this rock, Mary, uttering a shriekj was either 
torn, or fell from her seat, the horse springing for- 
ward at the same instant ; and, while Robert, call- 
ing on his wife, was attempting to rein his steed, a 
gun was discharged by an Indian from behind the 
rock. The ball struck the horse, as he reared high 
from the effect of the rein, on the breast, and he 
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fell backwards upon his rider. The report of the 
gun was followed by a loud shout from the wed- 
ding party,— not that they suspected the cause of 
the firing, or its fetal consequences, — they sup- 
posed Robert had reached his own house, and 
fired his gun as the signal. Their shouts intimi- 
dated the savages, who precipitately fled with their 
prisoner, without even stopping to scalp her un- 
fortunate husband. The party rode joyously up 
—but who can describe their consternation and 
horror, on finding Robert stretched, apparently 
lifeless, on the ground, covered with the blood of 
his dying steed, which they mistook for his own ; 
while Mary was nowhere to be found ! Calami- 
ties never fall with sudi an overwhelming force, 
as when they surprise us in the midst of security 
and happiness. From that company, lately so 
gay, was now heard nothing but lamentations for 
the sufferers, or execrations upon the enemy. The 
men were all unarmed ; they could not, therefore, 
Dursue the Indians, and endeavour to rescue Mary ; 
out having ascertained Robert was still living, 
they bore him back to the dwelling of Captain 
Waldron, whence he had so lately gone ui all the 
pride of youth and joy. 
There was no sleep that night in Dover. The in- 
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habitants seemed panic-struck. They crowded to 
the fortified houses, — mothers pressing their chil- 
dren closer to their bosoms, as they listened in 
breathless terror, often fancying they heard the 
stealthy tread of the savages'; and trembling in 
agony, as they thought of their horrible yells. 
But the night passed away without alarm, and a 
bright morning sun soon dissipated their imagi- 
nary terrors. Robert had nearly recovered from 
the effects of his fall ; and though his cheek was 
pale, there was a sternness in his dark eye that 
told his spirit was unquelled. It was his determi- 
nation to seek his wife ; and several young men, 
after they found his resolution could not be alter- 
ed, volunteered to accompany him. They went 
lirst to the fatal rock ; from thence they followed 
the Indians nearly a mile into the woods; but for 
a long time, no further traces could be found. 
After searching'many hours, they were joined by 
a praying Indian, as he was called. Mendowit 
learned the English language, and became con- 
verted to Christianity, soon after the colonists set- 
tled in Salem. He had received many favours from 
the elder Mr. Wilson, and had loved Robert from 
his infancy. He had lately wandered to Dover, 
and spent his time in hunting and fishing aroup^i 
3* 
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RobertVclearing. Mendowit soon discovered the 
trail of the Indians. They had returned on their 
own steps, after the departure of the wedding 
party, and kept the narrow path till it joined the 
more open one ; and then they struck off through 
the wilderness. After following about three miles, 
their encampment was discovered. Mendowit 
examined it attentively, as also the direction the 
savages had taken. 

"How many are there?" asked JRobert. 

"Two, besides the captive;" replied Men- 
dowit. 

Robert's cheek became paler, as he stooped to 
pluck from a bush a fragment of lace and gau2e, 
which he knew had belonged to Mary's bridal 
dress. Placing the fragment in his bosom, he in- 
quired where Mendowit thought the hostile In- 
dians were retreating. 

" They are Mohawks," returned the other ; *^ I 
know by the track of their moccasins ; and they 
will go to their tribe on the great river or the 
lakes." 

" They shall not !" exclaimed Robert, stamping 
on the ground in fury. " I will pursue them ; I 
will rescue Mary, or die with her. Mendowit, you 
know the paths of the woods— will you go ^vith 
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me?" and here he enumerated several articles he 
would give him, a gun, powder, &c. 

" They will go through the hidden paths of the 
Agiocochook," remarked tbe Indian, thoughtfully. 

" We can overtake them before they reach the 
White Mountains !" said Robert, eagerly. "You 
shall have the best gun I can purchase in Boston, 
Mendowit, and my horn full of powder, and a 
new knife." These were powerful temptations to 
the Indian ; but a more powerful one was the an- 
cient and inveterate hatred he bore the Mohawks. 
Revenge is an uiextinguishable passion in a red 
man's breast. Mendowit was a christian, as far 
as he could be, without ceasing to be an Indian ; 
but his new principles could never eradicate his 
early prejudices, nor subdue his ruling passion. 
Kow the Mohawks had injured a christian friend, 
and the indi^dgence of his hatred towards them 
seemed a christian virtue. But there was an ob- 
stacle to his accompanying Robert. Mendowit 
concluded these Indians would retreat through 
what is now called the Notch of the White Moim- 
tains ; and of that pass he had a superstitious 
dread. . But Robert urged him with so many per- 
suasions, suggesting also the certainty of overta- 
king the Mohawks long before they reached Agi* 
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ocochook, that Mendowit finally consented. Tlie 
sun was just setting when this arrangement was 
concluded. To follow the Indian trail during the 
pight, was impracticable ; and Robert, now there 
seemed a possibility of recovering Mary, became 
reasonable enough to hsten to the advice of his 
friends, and consent to stay till the ensuing morn- 
ing. The night was mostly spent in preparations 
for his adventure, or in Ustening to the advice of 
those who thought themselves fully competent to 
judge of the best method of proceeding in the at- 
tack of Indians. 

Some tried to dissuade the young husband from 
the attempt to recover his wife by force ; as the 
Indians, they averred, always murdered their pri- 
soners when attacked. They said it would be best 
to send a messenger to the Mohawks, who would 
doubtless disclaim all knowledge of the violence, 
which had, probably, been perpetrated by some 
stragglers from their tribe, and negociate for tlie 
release or ransom of the captive. 

Robert's blood chilled at the suggestion that his 
rashness might accelerate the death of his wife ; 
but the negociation for her ransom was uncertain, 
and the period of her release mifht be distant. 
He thought she could not long siu-vive m captivi- 
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ty; and he hoped to surprise her captors una* 
wares, to free her, dasp her to his bosom, and hear 
her sweet voice pronounce his name as that of her 
dehverer. As the picture brightened beneath his 
fancy, he started from his sea^^ and rushed out, to 
see if the morning hght might not be discovered. 
It 50on dawned 5 and, completely equipped, the 
Indian with his gun and tomahawk, Robert with 
Id double barrelled ji^ sword, aad ammunition, 
and each carrying a pack containing their provi- 
sions and restoratives for Mary, they set off on an 
expedition, fraught, doubtless, with more real 
perils than the adventures of many proud knights, 
whose deeds are recorded in historic legends, 
and emblazoned on the escutcheons of their de- 
scendants. Fame is certainly more dependent on 
fortimate circimistances than great achievements. 
Had Robert Wilson lived in the days of chivalry, 
his courage and constancy would have been the 
theme of poets, and song of minstrels ; now, the 
only record of his name, or even his existence, 
will be this unpretending story. 

They entered the deep forest, and, guided by 
tXe traces of the retreating Indians, pressed for- 
ward, at first, with all the speed they could urge. 
But Mendowit soon checked his rapid pace^ and 
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represented to Robert that the two Mohawks were 
perhaps scouts from a large party ; and that cau- 
tion must be used, or they might unawares be 
caught in an ambush. Robert's impatience would 
never have submitted to this curb, could he, by 
any means, have avoided it ; but, as he could not 
quicken the pace of Mendowit, he was compelled 
to conform to it. Cautiously, therefore, they jour- 
neyed on, through the old woods, where a civi- 
lized being had never before voluntarily ventured. 
AH \ma sixcnce ; save when, at long intervals, the 
cry of some solitary bird broke on the ear with 
startling shrillness j or perhaps a rustling among 
the dry branches made the travellers pause in 
breathless sflence, till a deer, bounding across 
their path, would plunge into the opposite thicket ; 
while they did not dare to send a bullet after 
him, lest the report of their gmis should alann the 
enemy, who might, even then, be lurking close 
beside them. 

Tliere was, during the journey, a fearful appre- 
hension, an undefinable horror on the heart and 
mind of Robert, far more terrible than he would 
have endured had he known Mary had ceased^o 
exist. The tortures she might be forced to under- 
go, haunted his imagination till every sound 
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seemed to warn him to hasten to her relief; and the 
delays and obstructions that were continually ari- 
sing, made his blood boH with a fury he could 
scarcely control, Ilis impatience greatly surprised 
Mendowit; who, with aU the philosophic calmness 
of a sage, would take his own time to examine the 
traces of their fleeing foes, and calculate the dis- 
tance they had gained, and the probable time when 
they should overtake them. This would have 
been soon, had the Mohawks proceeded straight 
forwards. But, as if anticipating pursuit, they 
were ccntmually practising to elude it They 
would often trace back their own footsteps, like 
the doublings of a fox; and, when following the 
course of a river, travel in the water, and cross 
and recross at peaces which none but the sagacity 
of a red man could have discovered. These sub- 
tle movements satisfied Mendowit that there was 
^jio large body of Indians at hand ; and, on the 
motning of the fouith day, he announced that 
they should soon see Mary- They were approach- 
ij^ the mountains, and ]|fendowit seemed eager 
to overtake the Indians before entering the defile 
vthatled to the Not^. By the foot prints, they 
ascertained Mary did not walk, probably could 
not ; and-Robert shudctered, and clenched his gun 
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with a convulsive grasp, as, at each step, his ey^ 
searched around in every ]^netrable direction^ 
dreading to meet a confirmation ^f his fears; yet 
the sight of her mangled corse would scarcely 
. have added to his heart's agony. 

The weather, which, ever since they left Dover, 
and indeed for some time before, had been ex- 
tremely dry and warm, now suddenly changed ; 
and they seemed transported to another region. 
Thick black masses of clouds enveloped the 
mountains, and soon covered the whole horizon, 
and the darkness of night came down at once ; 
and then the wind rose, and, at intervals, swept 
onward with the force of a tornado. It required 
no effort of the imagination to fancy the old 
woods were groaning with apprehensions of some 
terrible calamity. The trunks of the largest trees 
divered, and their lofty heads bent almost to the 
ground, as the "mountain winds went soundihg 
by" from a chasm far more awful than the " Ron- 
cesvalles strait." 

"We must return," mid Mendowit, pausing j 
" we cannot overtake Ihem. The secret path of 
Agiocgchook, Mendowit jnusl not tread." 

"You must," reUuncd Robert nstcrnly, miata- 
king the cause of Uia guide's reluctance; "but 
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you need not fight. Only show me the Mohawks, 
and be there two hundred, I will rescue Mary." 

He was interrupted by a flash of lightnmg so 
vivid, that, for a moment, the mountains and their 
recesses seemed all revealed ; — their high heads, 
that reached upwards to the heavens; their yawn- 
ing chasms and deep gullies; the huge rocks, 
some fixed as earth's foundations, and others ap- 
parently suspended in air, ready to topple on the 
heads of those beneath ; the dark trees, with their 
roots and fibres twisted amid the precipices, over 
which they were bending, and clinging, as it were, 
for safety. A tremendous peal of thunder follow- 
ed ; its echoes reverberated through the trembling 
mountaiiis with a deafening roar, ^ and ihm the 
rain burst in torrents. 

It was in vain to attempt moving forward, while 

nhe-l^lud ami rniji ^al i^o furimisly^ und Robert 

BskM tliti Ijidiufi '^vUc^re thty tonld shr^Uer. Men- 

^ dow it re plied by ft mot i nn i o w ards 1 1 1 f> west side 

^ of Ihe iiiaiiiiitiin nc^r wUioh Uwy jstood, and be- 

^ gan hoj&liJy to ascend. Epl>crt followed. The 

path wfia peiiloiii^j and required munli caution; 

but the Indian appenrod well acquuiijied with the 

difficulties, und easily surmounted Ihcm, till he 

reached ii kind of cuvenij m the side of a prcci- 

4 
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pice, which they both entered k safety. They 
were now sheltered from the pehings of the 
storm, but not from its nproar. It seemed as if 
air, fire, and water, were loosened to work their 
pleasure on the shrinking and quaking earth. 
The lightning, that shone in one continued glare; 
the awful rolling of the thunder, that shook these 
everlasting hills; the rain, that did not fall in 
drops, but poured in large streams from the black 
clouds ; the howling of the wind, as it raved 
through the hollow passes ; the frequent and loud 
crash of felling rocks an<l trees — all united to 
give to the scene an awful sublimity, which the 
soul could feel, but the pen can never describe. 
Amid this wreck of matter, as it were, Robert 
heeded not his own danger ; he thought only of 
his wife. At every fresh burst of the tempest, 
" oh, where is Mary now !" came over his heart, 
till his knees smote tog^her, and large drops of 
sweat started on his pale forehead. Then he would 
rush to the narrow entrance of the c^ll, with 
clenched hands, and look abroad, to see if thefii 
was any abatement of the storm ; and then, in de- 
spair, he would seek the furthest gloonf ©ftlie ta- 
vern, throw himself down on the damp rock, close 
his eyes, and endeavour to banish all thought from 
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his mind. Thus passed the hours till after mid- 
night; when, during a pause of the wind, a strange 
noise was heard. It was not like a shriek, or cry 
from any human voice, or the yell of a wild 
beast; but a deep, dismal sound, thrilling the 
listener like a warning call from some unearthly 
being. 

Robert started on his feet. A bright flas^ of 
lightnmg showed him Mendowit rising from his 
recumbent posture : his hands were falling pow- 
eriess by his side, and his face expressed an inter- 
nal agitation and terror which a red man rarely 
exhibits. 

" It is the voice of the Abamocho'" said the 
Indian, in a low tone, that evidently trembled. 
" I have heard it once before. He calls for a vic- 
tim-" 

"Where is he?" demanded Robert, unsheath- 
ing his sword. 

" He is the spirit of the dark land I" said Men- 
dowit, shrinking down, as if to hide himself from 
some dreaded object. " He rules over these moun- 
tains ; he comes in the storm, and none whom he 
marks for destruction can escape him." 

Roliert's whole soul had been so engrossed with 
the idea of Mary, and how to rescue her, that 
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scarcely a thought or care for any other human 
being had entered his mind since leaving Dover. 
The appalling noise he had just heard, and Men- 
dowit's singular manner, now aroused his curi- 
osity to inquire what so moved the Indian, when 
alluding to the Agiocochook. Mendowit, after 
heaving a deep sigh, replied, '^'rtiese mountains 
belong to Abamocho, the evil spirit. This spirit 
always favours the Mohawks ; and it was to make 
them a path, when they were fleeing before the 
arrows of Tookenchosen, the great sachem of the 
Massachusetts, that he rent the mountain asunder. 
The evil spirit sat on a huge rock, on the highest 
peak of the mountain ; and he beckoned for the 
Mohawks to pass hf, laying his hand on his 
breast. They obeyed, and went in safety ;— but, 
when Tookenchosen would have followed them^ 
the spirit spread his arms abroad, and great stonea 
and trees were hurled down upon the warriors, tdl 
all perished except their chief This was many, 
many moons before the white men came ; but none 
of our warriors dared venture to Agiocochook, to 
bring away the bones of the slain. At last, my 
iiather was sachem of Massachusetts. He was a 
great chief. His tribe was more numerous than 
♦he leaves of the summer forest. A thousand 
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warriors foUowed his steps ; and he said he would 
bring back the bones of his fathers. He called 
his young men ; and took me, that I might learn 
the paths of the woods. I was a child then 5 I 
could not bend a warrior's bow--but they went not 
to the fight." 

He paused ; and Robert knew, by the tones of 
his voice, that the recollections of other yearn 
pressed sadly on his mind. After a few momenta 
of breathless silence, he resumed : 

" We came to Agiocochook. The storm was 
loud as you now bear; and in this very cave my 
&ther and I passed the night We heard the 
voice of Abamocho. In the morning, we saw him 
seated on his rock. He waved his arm for us to 
be gone. I saw it, ancl trembled ; but my father 
would not depart. He sought all the secret 
places ', but the bones of our fathers had perished. 
We returned to our tribe ; but the evil spirit sent 
a curse upon us. Sickness destroyed our young 
men ; the Mohawks scalped our old men and chil- 
dren ; my father fell by their arrows. I avenged 
his death ; but I could not prevent the destruction 
of my nation. Three times I journeyed to the 
Agiocochook, with the powows, to appease Aba^ 
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modio. We prayed to the Ketan, when at home. 
It availed not." 

Again he paused ; and Robert, who had listen- 
ed with intense interest to the story, inquired 
where the remnant of his tribe dwelt now. 

^' Young man," said Mendowit, rising with a 
melancholy, but majestic air, while the hghtning 
i^owed his tall form, and the gray locks that waved 
in thick masses over his venerable forehead; 
" Young man, I once led a host more numerous 
than the trees of yonder forest. I was chief of a 
mighty nation — ^now Mendowit dwells alone. I 
am the last of my tribe." As he ended, he sank 
down, and covered his face with his hands. 

Robert's life had been a laborious, but a very 
happy one. He was naturally of a cheerful tem- 
perament ; and seldom had his imagination dwelt 
on the dark shades of human life. He had felt, as 
youth and health are prone to feel, as if earth 
were made purposely for the happiness of man, 
and existence would never have an end. A few 
hours had taught him solemn lessons of the vanity 
and change of all created things. Without, and 
around him, was the destroying tempest, dashing 
to atoms the works of nature ; within was Men- 
dowit, an image of moral desolation. 
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Robert sat down ; and, while the picture of hu- 
man vicissitudes was present thus yividly and 
mournfully to his mind, mingled with the thought 
of his own heart-sickening disappointment, he 
wept like an infant. The tears he shed were not 
merely those of selfish regret. He wept the mi- 
series to which man is exposed, till his mind was 
insensibly drawn to ponder on the transgressions 
that must have made such punishments necessa- 
ry. And never had he breathed so contrite a 
prayer as now came from his soul, humbled be- 
fore that Almighty Power who alone can say to 
the mourner, " peace !^— to the tempest, "be 
still !" A sweet calm at length fell on Robert's 
tossed mind, the calm of confidence, that all would 
finally be found to have been ordered for the 
best ; and he sunk into a profound sleep, from 
which he did not awake till aroused by Men- 
dowit. 

It was late in the morning ; the storm had 
ceased; and they sallied forth, to examine the 
appearance without. An exhalation like smoke 
arose from the dripping woods and wet grounds 
beneath and around them, concealing most of the 
devastations the storm had wrought. The clouds 
moved slowly lip the sides of the mountain, still 
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entirely shrouding its tall peaks; but they did not 
wear the threatening hue of the preceding ni^. 
They had discharged their contents, and their 
lightened folds were now gradually melting, and 
ready to disperse before the morning sun, though 
its beams had not yet penetrated their dark 
masses. The wind was entirely hushed, and not 
a sound, except the solenm monotonous roar of a 
distant waterfall, broke on the stillness. While 
Robert was contrasting the almost breathless 
tranquillity he now gazed upon, with the wild up- 
roar he had so lately witnessed, Mendowit touch- 
ed his shoulder ; and, looking round, he beheld 
the features of the Indian distorted, while he 
gazed and pointed upward towards a huge moun- 
tain, that rose in the farthest distance before them. 
Above its tall peak reposed a black cloud, and it 
was the appearance of that cloud which so terri- 
fied Mendowit. 

" It is the Abamocho," said he, in a suppressed, 
hollow tone. And certainly, by the aid of a little 
imagination, it might be likened to a human form 
of gigantic proportions. The dark face, drawn 
against a cloud of hghter hue, was seen en pro- 
file ; a projection, that might pass for an arm, 
stretched forward to a vast distance; and then a 
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shapeless mass, that the Indian might call a robe, 
fell down and covered the surrounding precipice. 

"Your evil genius," said Robert, half laughing, 
as he looked alternately at his guide and the cloud, 
" has, to my thmking, a most monstrous and evil- 
looking nose." 

"Hugh!" said Mendowit, interrupting him. 
That part, which formed the arm of the spirit, 
began dowly to move towards the body of the 
cloud, mcorporating with it in such a manner, 
that the Indian might well be pardoned for think- 
Hg Abamocho had folded his hand on his breast. 

Mendowit had held his breath suspended during 
ihe movement of the cloud, and his deep aspira- 
tion, as he emphatically said, "Abamocho is 
pleased; we may now go in safety," sounded 
like the breathing of a drowning man when he 
rises to the surface of the water. After hastily 
refreshing themselves, they descended from their 
retreat, and began their progress through the de- 
file. The storm had obliterated all traces of the 
Mohawks, but there were no diverging paths ; 
those who once entered the pass must proceed on- 
ward. It was now that Robert saw the devasta- 
tions of the storm. Their way was obstructed by 
fallen trees, fragments of rock, deep gullies, and 
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roaring waterfalls, pouring from the sides of the 
mountain, and swelling the Saco, till its turbid 
stream nearly flooded tjie whole valley. They 
proceeded silently and cautiously for more than 
an hour, when Mendowit suddenly paused, and, 
whispering to Robert, " I scent the smoke of fire," 
sunk on his hands and knees, and crept forward 
as softly as a cat circumventing her prey. A few 
rods distant lay a huge tree, uprooted by the late 
storm; sheltered behind this, Mendowit half rose, 
and, through the interstices of the roots, examined 
the prospect before him. He soon signed for Ro- 
bert to advance ; who, imitating the posture of his 
guide, instantly crept forward, and, at a Uttle dis- 
tance before them, beheld — Mary. She, with the 
two Mohawks, was seated beneath a shelving 
rock, whose projection had been their only shel- 
ter from the storm. The height of the projection 
did not allow them to stand upright; but the In- 
dians had kindled a fire, and were now partaking 
their rude medl. Their backs were towards Ro- 
bert, and their faces fronted their prisoner, who, 
wrapped in a covering of skins, reclined against 
a fragment of the rock. Just as Robert looked, 
one of the Mohawks held some food towards Mary. 
She uncovered her head, and, by a gesture, re- 
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fused the morsel. Her cheek was so pale, and her 
whole countenance looked so sunken, that Robert 
thought her expiring. His heart and brain seem* 
ed on fire, as his eyes flashed around, to see if 
any advantage might be taken ere he rushed upon 
the foe. At that moment, the Mohawks, uttering 
a horrible cry, sprung upon their feet, and ran 
towards him. He raised his gun ; but Mendowit, 
seizing his shoulder, drew him backwards, at the 
same time, crying, " the mountain I the moun- 
tain !" 

Robert looked upward. Awful precipices, to 
the height of more than two thousand feet, rose 
above him. Near the highest pinnacle, and the 
very one over which Abamocho had been seated, 
the earth had been loosened by the violent rains, 
Some slight cause, perhaps the sudden bursting 
forth of a mountain spring, had given motion to 
the mass j and it was now moving forward, gather- 
ing fresh strength from its progress, uprooting the 
old trees, unbedding the ancient rocks, £ind all roll- 
ing onwards with a force and velocity no human 
barrier could oppose, no created power resist. One 
glance told Robert that Mary must perish ; that 
he could not save her. " But I will die with her !" 
he exclaimed ; and shaking off the grasp of Men- 
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dowit as he would a feather, " Mary, oh Mary I" 
he continued, rushmg towards her. She unco- 
vered her head, made an effort to rise, and articu- 
lated " Robert H' as he caught and clasped her to 
his bosom. " Oh, Mary, must we die ?" he ex- 
claimed. " We must, we must," she cried, as she 
gazed on the rolling mountain in agonizing hor- 
ror ; " why, why did you come 1" He replied not ; 
but, leaning against the rock, pressed her closer 
to his heart 5 while she, chnging around his neck, 
burst into a passion of tears, and, laying her head 
on his bosom, sobbed like an infant. He bowed 
his fece -upon her cold wet cheek, and breathed 
one cry for mercy ; yet even then there was in 
the hearts of both lovers a feeling of wild joy 
in the thought that they should not be separated. 

The mass came down, tearing, and crumbUng, 
and sweeping all before it ! The whole mountain 
trembled, and the ground shook like an earth- 
quake. The air was darkened by the shower of 
water, stones, and branches of trees, crushed and 
shivered to atoms ; while the blast swept by like 
a whirlwind, and the crash and roar of the con- 
vulsion were far more appalling than the loudest 
thunder. 

It might have been one minute, or twenty— for 
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neitber of the lovers took note of time — ^when, in 
the hush as of death-like stillness that succeeded 
the uproar, Robert looked around, and saw the 
consuming stonn had passed by. It had passed, 
covering the valleyj farther than the eye could 
leach, with ruin. Masses of granite, and shivered 
Tees, and mountain earth, were heaped high 
around, filling the bed of the Saco, and exhibiting 
an awful picture of the desolating track of the 
avalanche. Only one Uttle spot had escaped its ♦ 
wrath, and there, safe, as if sheltered in the hollow 
of His hand, who notices the fall of a sparrow, 
and locked in each other's arms, were Robert and 
Mary! Beside them stood Mendowit — his giui 
ftrmly clenched, and his quick eye rolling around 
nim like a maniac. He had followed Robert,^ 
though he did not intend it ; probably impelled by 
that feeling which makes us loath to face danger 
alone; and thus had escaped. The Mohawks 
were doubtless crushed, as they never appeared 
again. 

Should the traveller to the White Mountains, 
hereafter be curious to fix upon the spot where the 
.overs are supposed to have stood durhig this con- 
rulsion of natinre, he will find it near the small 
house that escaped destruction in the >ate event, 
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whickoccurred in these mountains, similar to that 
which we have described. 

The feelings of the three individuals, so mira- 
culously preserved, cannot be portrayed. Robert 
and Mary both wept for a long time 5 and though 
Mendowit did not shed tears, he preserved that 
deep silence, which speaks the awe that the exhi- 
bition of almighty power always impresses on the 
heart of the child of nature. What a change th§ 
mountain exhibited ! Where the dark woods had 
waved, perhaps for thousands of years, was now 
a naked white rock, down which a furious torrent 
dashed and foamed ; and as Robert gazed upon it 
in wonder, the sun suddenly broke through the 
clouds, shone on the summit of the mountain, and 
on the spray of the waterfall, blending the rock 
with all th6 colours of the rainbow, Mendowit 
saw it, and a smile passed over his rigid features. 

" Our homeward path will be prosperous," said 
he ; and so it was. They made a litter for Mary; 
and they bore her on it by day, and her husband 
sheltered her in his bosom by night, till they reach- 
ed Dover. 

Robert and Mary lived long and happily, in 
their dwelling on the banks of the Cocheco. In 
Jill the subsequent attacks of the Indians on Do- 
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ver, they were unmolested ; and their devoted 
affection, which continued unabated even to ex- 
treme old age, was often ascribed to the dangers 
they had suffered and escaped together. Men- 
dowit thought himself richly repaid for his share 
in the expedition. He had, besides a new rifle, 
powder, and knife, both the gims of the Mohawks, 
which he managed to carry to Dover, as trophies 
of his comiAete success in trackmg their paths. 
And, moreover, he enjoyed, till the day of his 
death, the friendship and protection of Robert and 
Mary; and, when he slept that deep, cold sleep, 
which sooner or later will close the eyes of all 
who dwell beneath the sun, they saw him laid 
decently in the grave, and their tears fell at the 
remembrance of his virtues and his services. 
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MUSINGS. 

BY, J. M'LELLAN. 



How oft the summer gladness of the lieart 
Is all o'^cast by sorrow's wintiy gloom ! 
How oft is pleasure's gorgeous chalice drugg'd 
With misery I and care's most bitter tears 
Shed on the altar of our joy ! — ^the sigh 
Is oft the echo of the singer's mirth, 
And grief's half stifled sob will reach the ear 
With its sad tone, when hearts are beating hi^ 
And man's rejoicing voice is mingling with the sky 

The green, bright foliage in the woods of springs 
And the gay garlands that hoar autumn hangs 
High in his vast and solemn palaces, 
Teach lessons to the erring pride of men. 
Those delicate leaves, on which the sunbeams pou? 
Their changing hues, and which the starry night 
So gently succours with her silvery dews, 
Boast but a brief existence, — ^they all lay 
Their pomp aside, and droop, and quickly pass awa. 

How beautiful is the swiftly passing light 
In the cahn cloud of eve ! 'tis sweet to mark 
2 
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rhose coloured folds float round the setting sun, 
Like criinson drapery o'er a monarch's throne : 
Yet I hftve seen a richer carmine flush 
The snowy whiteness df consumption's cheek ; 

- And, whiledeath'sclul] was freezing life's warmspring 
I watch'd that soflen'd glow, — ^it faded fast, 

And lo ! the spirit firom its gentle shrine had past. 

How delicate is the golden thread of life I 
How slightly broken ! — oft the whispering wind . 
That murmurs by man^s meaning path, doth sing 
A mournful dirge aboT« his midnight giave ; 
And the sweet flowers that charm'd him in the spring. 
Keep their lone watch beside his marble urn 
Long ere the autumn time. How few the days 
Allotted us to live ! — ^we yield our breath, 
And soon our mourning brethren join with us in death. 



CHILDHOOD. 

BY S. GRISWOLD GOODRICH. 

Whbn Winter takes its suUen flight, 
And Spring reveals its rosy light, 
The ca|Kive mountain stream, unbound^ 
First feebly steals along the ground^ 

5* 
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And seeks its hidden path to screen 

'Mid tangled trees and branches green. 

But holder soon its waters pla];; 

Pull in the light of open day • 

Then whirl along in eddies deep, 

And fling their murmurs down the steep. 

Now full and free the gallant stream 

Holds dsdliance with the morning beam ; 

Now throws aloft its gauzy spray 

To see the form of Iris play ; 

Now saunters where the lilies dip^ 

Kissing in turns each proflfer'c! lip ; 

Now forward flies, like lover fleet, 

Some kindred rivulet to meet, 

That lingers in the vale below 

And sighs with some fond stream to flow ; 

And now, when evening throws its vol, 

Of twilight dim, o'er hill and dale^ 

It pauses in its wild career, 

Spreads smooth its surface broad and dear, 

And hush'd in holy stillness lies^ 

Looking with rapture to the skies, 

While deep within its bosom true. 

Is traced Heaven's own wide worid of blue I 

Child of the hills, where lightnings streak ! 
Thy cradle b the azure peak. 
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Ity robes, the wreaths of mom that float| 
Thy iullaby, the thunder note ! 
Bom of the snow, by tempests fed, 
In chasms rock'd, in forests bred, 
Thy sport is o'er the rocks to leap ; 
Thy dance, in caverns dark and deep ; 
Thy frolic, foaming white to run 
And toss thy bubbles to the sun ! 
Bright offspring of the cloud and storm I 
There's beauty in thy crystal form ; 
Though wild and wayward thy career, 
Thy face is fair, thy music dear ; 
Thou art fond childhood's image faiT^ 
With full blue eye and sunny hair, 
A thing of beauty and caprice ; 
Now sofl as summer's sighing breeze^ 
Now wild as winds that whirl on high, 
A cloud of leaves to winter's sky I 

Sweet mountain stream I I love to trace 
Thee in thy pure and playful chase — 
But more I love the beams that play 
O'er childhood's light and laughing day ; 
The filial love that beameth strong 
In tearfid eyes, through lashes long; 
The rainbow smile that often peers, 
Its lustie through a cloud of tears ; 
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The awt that on the young foce steals 
When night its wondrous sky reveals ; 
The high arch'd brow, with feeling firaughl^ 
The long fix'd gaze of living thought, 
That tells us immortality 
Is kindled in that bright blue eye — 
These, these are beauties more divine, 
Sweet mountain rivulet, than thine. 



SOME PASSAGES 

IN THE LIFE OF AN OLD MAID. 



To M**** S*****. 

You have often asked me, my dear young 
friend, why, with fortune and other advantages 
such as mine, I have never relinquished the ap- 
pellation of spinster, so discordant in the ears of 
most of our sex. A few weeks' retirement in the 
country leaves me sufficient leisure to gratify 
your curiosity. The compliments, with which you 
prefaced your request that I would narrate the 
circumstances of my early life, were not entirely 
lost upon me. Vanity, though it often changes 
its form, is perhaps the last passion that deserts 
us. Possibly some lingering remnant of th'.s fee! • 
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ing, aasociated I hope with a desire to give plea- 
sure, lias prompted me to recall for your gratift- 
cation, some events over which time has long 
drawn a veil. 

The term " Old Maid" is, I know, by many 
considered synonymous with " envy, malice, and 
all uncharitableness," yet in the full conscious- 
ness of the odium of the title, I have deliberately 
assumed it, for reasons of which I will constitute 
you the judge ; remarking however, en passant, 
that though I consider my own reasons for remain- 
ing single, good and sufficient, I am by no means 
desirous of persuading you to follow my example. 
I have always thought that the wife and mother, 
who properly performs the various duties of her 
station, presents at once the most honourable, and 
most interesting character, to which our sex can 
aspire. My fancy has sometimes painted the 
communion of interests, the chastened tenderness 
of that connexion which I have never formed ; 
and though I have never felt the yearnings of a 
mother's love, I can well imagine its elevating 
glow, its purifying influence. 

Why then am I an old maid ? You shall know. 
I was the eldest daughter of a man of wealth and 
consequence; consequence derived not merely 
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from wealth, but from the dignity of worth. At 
an early age I lost my mother, yet I was old 
enough to appreciate the worth and value of her 
character in some degree, and to feel the loss I 
sustained in her death. The union of my parents 
had been long and happy ; affection, and the most 
perfect esteem, had softened the unavoidable evils 
of life. The grief of my father vented itself not 
in tears or lamentations, which his reason con- 
demned as unmanly and enervating, but it was 
not the less deep and sincere ; his manner, always 
gentle, became more grave, his step lost some- 
thing of its elasticity, his eye a portion of its 
brightness; indifferent observers might have 
thought him unaltered, but to those who loved 
him it was evident that the sunshine of life was 
gone. But, while life remained, he felt the vari- 
ous duties that it involved, and he did not shrink 
from them : in constant employment, in the edu- 
cation of his children, he sought to fill the void the 
death of their mother had created. My sister was 
five years younger than myself, of a gay and 
lively temper, and with a pterson that gave pro- 
mise of exquisite beauty. But I will not detain 
you with our childish years : time passed rapidly ; 
I arrived to womanhood; and all the pleasures of 
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the gay world were spread before me. I was 
young, rich, and reputed handsome ; my educa- 
tion had been carefully superintended by my fa- 
ther, who, while he endeavoured to store my mind 
with useful knowledge, had not neglected those 
lighter accompUshments that adorn and polish the 
female character. Youth is of itself so lovely, 
that the deformity that renders its charms entirely 
nugatory, must be hideous indeed. I was sur- 
rounded by admirers ; the voice of flattery was 
ever in my ears, and I pretend not that I was in- 
sensible to its influence ; perhaps a sense, some- 
what inordinate, of my own attractions did min- 
gle with my thoughts ; accustomed to the lan- 
guage of adulation, perhaps I mistook it for that 
of truth. Life seemed to me a bright fairy gar- 
den, glittering with sunshine and flowers ; mine 
had hitherto been all happiness, and misery was 
but a name that brought with it no definite idea^. 
Marriage was a subject so often urged on my 
attention, that it was impossible my thoughts 
should not frequ^itly contemplate it. I looked 
upon it, indeed, as an event that was sure to tak 
place, and my fancy represented it as the crown 
ing stone of my felicity. Among an extensive 
acquaintance, instances of matrimonial unhappi- 
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ness were not wanting, but they failed to give me 
an unfavourable impression of the state ; my an- 
ticipations were coloured rather from the happi- 
ness I had seen subsisting between my own pa- 
rents. But, while I thus contemplated the cer- 
tainty, that, when a few years had been given to 
gaiety and the world, the time would come, when 
I should exchange them for the refined elegance 
of my own fireside, I had as yet seen no one with 
whom I wished to share it ; I entertained exalted 
notions of perfection, to which none of those who 
hovered around me attained. 

There were, among my suitors, different shades 
of excellence, but the highest point, to which any 
one had arrived, fell far below my romantic expec- 
tations. My imagination had united the most op- 
posite virtues in one charming " beau ideal ;" not 
knowing, silly girl, that providence has not be- 
stowed upon any one a superiority over the rest 
of mankind, and ignorant that the most striking 
virtues are commonly balanced by some opposing 
weakness. The world went thus dehghtflilly witli 
me, when, in my twenty-fir^t year, an often urged 
request to visit a sister of my mother, in New- 
York, was repeated with so much earnestness, 
that my father perceived it must either be accent- 
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ed, or my kind aunt seriously displeased. There 
existed, in fact, no obstacle to its acceptance, 
save in my fond father's unwillingness to part 
with me. 

My sister, now more than fifteen, was anxious 
to try her skill in housekeeping; novelty for me 
had its usual captivations ; the common routine 
of my amusements had grown somewhat weari- 
some ; in short, I was eager to go, and though my 
tongue said it not, my eyes too plamly spoke my 
wishes, to leave my father in doubt. 

"I see, CeciMa/* he said, one day, when the sub- 
ject was under discussion, "how your inclina- 
tions point ; and, I admit, at your age it is natu- 
ral to seek variety. If you live to arrive at mme, 
you will understand how unwillmgly age rehn- 
quishes any of the few pleasures that remain ; 
but go, my love ; the pleasure of your return will 
compensate me for the parting pain." In gay 
New- York, I saw the same scenes with different 
actors 5 my aunt, grateful for jny compliance with 
her request, omitted nothing that could contribute 
to my amusement; parties of pleasure occupied 
all my time ; my father's wealth made me an ob- 
ject of general attention, and my good opinion 
of myself received every confinnation from the 

e 
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flattering tongues around me. I was at this time 
in imminent danger of becoming a heartless, tri* 
fling being, a mere woman of fashion, when an 
event occurred to rouse my dormant sensibilities, 
to &si them all on one object, to awaken me to a 
happiness never before experienced. 

On a sailing party, one day, the heedlessness of 
my gaiety precipitated me into the water. I must 
inevitably have lost my life, but for the heroism 
of a young gentleman of the party, who risked 
his own life to preserve mine. This, I know, is a 
standard incident in a novel, bht such a thing 
may have happened in real life. In a novel, it 
follows of course, that the heroine and her pre- 
server are destined for each other; I was no ex- 
ception to the general rule in such cases. 

I shall not describe Henry Middleton ; it is sufli- 
cient to say 1 bestowed my heart upon him, with 
all the devotedness of woman's love. Under the 
disguise of gratitude, I fostered a passion the most 
romantic, the most extravagant ; all that I had 
deemed happiness before, became distasteful to 
me • his presence only was capable of confer- 
ring pleasure. Yet, wholly as this new sentiment 
possessed me, I had not dared to give it a name, 
even to my own heart, imtil Middleton had utter- 
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ed words too delightful to my ear. I had never 
sought to analyze my feelmgs; but when he told 
me I was -beloved, I murmured a confession, in 
words that woman's instinct renders always 
guarded. A solemn engagement was entered into 
between us, ]f rovided, on my part, that the consent 
of my father was obtained ; of this I had not a 
doubt, and considered my future destiny as deci- 
ded. Particular reasons, which Middleton dis- 
closed to me, and of which I felt the force, indu- 
ced him to wish the engagement concealed for a 
certain time ; having expressly excepted my fa- 
ther and sister from this arrangement, I cared not 
for the concealment, though I should otherwise 
with pride have avowed the object of my choice. 
Meanwhile, I had considerably exceeded the 
time allotted for my visit in New-York; my fa- 
thei had long been impatient for my return, and 
a day was fixed for his departure from Boston to 
conduct me home. I anticipated, with delight, the 
introduction of Middleton to my father ; they 
were personally strangers to each other ; but after 
my escape from a watery grave, my father had 
written to express his gratitude to Middleton, and 
a regular correspondence had ensued between 
them ; he was well informed of the state of af- 



04 SOME PASSAOfiS IN THB 

fairs between us, but had ^£erred his answer to 
my lover's proposals, until he rfwuld meet him in 
New- York. 

I loved my father passionatdy, and the better, 
I think, for my new passion ; I was, indeed, too 
happy to harbour a thought other Ulan kind to- 
wards any being; fortlie happy are always amia- 
ble. When I found myself folded in my father's 
arms, I forgot every thing but him, and my happy 
Boston home. A thousand questions I showered 
upon him in a breadi, and for a time, Middleton 
was absent from my thoughts ; but for months he 
had occupied than too exclusively, to suffer them 
now long to ^ay 5 my eyes began to turn in the 
direction in which he always came ; every rap at 
the door made my heart bound responsively, till 
at last he entered, and my father's hand was ex 
tended to him in greeting; my sight failed me, ^ 
forgot to look for the impression produced onmj 
father by his sight, or rather I dared not seek it . 
for the first time, a doubt, a fear, came over me, 
and I was glad to fly to my room for composure. 

My father stayed some days in New-York, and 
It was not until the ev^iing preceding our depar- 
ture, that he spoke to me of Middleton. I cannot 
tell how I endured this suspense ; from my fa 
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ther's usual calm, grave maimer, I could guess 
nothing ; but my imagination, ever active, con 
ju^'ed up a thousand phantoms ; his gravity seem- 
ed to me more than usual ; I thought Middleton 
never appeared to so little advantage. I racked 
my thoughis to discover if there could be any 
thing in him to which my father could take excep- 
tion. A thousand times was I on the point of intro- 
ducing the subject, but as constantly his name died 
on my tongue : an inexplicable fear haunted me : 
I dreaded something, I knew not what. 

The evening, as I have said, preceding our de- 
parture, my father c^me to my room 5 I knew 
that I was now to hear my fate ; the unnatural ex- 
citenihit to which I had been wrought subsided, 
and by a sudden revulsion of feeling, I became 
perfectly calm. " You know, CJecilia," said my 
father, in his calm, soft tone, " that Mr. Middle- 
ton has asked my consent to address you 5 are you 
willing to be his wife ? have you maturely weigh- 
ed his character ? can you think with satisfaction 
of passing your whole life with him ? Are you 
sufficiently assured of his principles and aifection, 
to leave for him the friends whose tenderness 
you have experi^iced through your whcde life, 
whose affection can never fail ?" The solemnity 
6* 
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of my father's manner awed me, I buried my face 
in my hands, and could only articulate, '^ Is he not 
worthy to be beloved ?" 

But why should I dwell upon scenes like this 1 
is it the natural fondness, with which age looks 
back upon the time, wh^ love and confidence are 
ever springing fountains in the heart, and we dream 
not that falsehood exists to change them to doubt 
and distrust, or that age and apathy, with slow, 
but sure approach, shall freeze them to the source? 
I parted from my lover with my father's ratifica- 
tion of our engagem^it ; although a doubt he had 
expressed of Middleton's firmness and stability of 
character, fbrmed some alloy to my happiness ; but 
I considered this suspicion unjust to my lo#r, and 
unworthy of my father. 

In Boston, I returned not to my usual course of 
dissipation ; my mind was more seriously attu- 
ned. I delighted in my own thoughts, which 
pamted the happiness I was to enjoy with Mid- 
dleton; I sought no longer companions as gay 
and thoughtless as I had formerly been, but en- 
deavoured, in the society of my matron friends, 
to fit myself for the duties I was shortly to assume; 
The gay tram of beaux which had formerly ho- 
vered around me, renewed their attentions on my 
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return, but J received them with a gravity thai 
surprised them; there was now but one tongu* 
whose flattery could charm me. Wearied witii 
compliments that no l<mger interested me, I long« 
ed to declare my engagonrat, that it might form 
a barrio between me and assiduities that disgust- 
ed me.* 

Emily was now of an age to appear in general 
society ; she had started into a most lovely gkl, 
and was fitted by her personal diarms, which ex- 
ceeded mine, and by the vivacity of her temper, 
to take the place I was most willing to relinquish ; 
my gay acquaintance, disgusted with my altered 
manner, transferred their att^tions to her ; the 
new votary of pleasure excited g^ieral admira- 
tion, and I was allowed quietly to retire into the 
seclusion that was most agreeable to me. 

t ato conscious that my mind was not at &i0 
iime in a healthful state. Such inordinate devo- 
tion to a mortal object, I feel now might have 
been smful ; it was too exclusive, too confined a 
love; occupied in considering only my duty to this 
bne object, I was in danger of forgetting the 
claims of society, and even of kindred; I su£^« 
ed my thoughts to dwell, with impatience, upon 
any thing unconnected with Middleton ; to taHc ol 
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him ta Emily, when she was at leisure to listen to 
me, to write to him, and to count the days that 
intervened between my letters from him, were my 
principal occupations. Thus passed the summer. 
Comtmunication between New- York and Boston 
waa not in my young days effected, as now, in 
twenty-four hours. The journey was Iken of 
some importance. Owing t6 this, and other cir- 
cumstances of more weight, Middleton did not, a» 
I had hoped, visit Boston. 

My disappointment, however severe, was si- 
lent ; but not so with Emily ; she openly express- 
ed her dissatisfaction ; she was anxious, she said^^ 
to Bee this « Paragon," this " Phoenix." " He was 
not," she thought, '<a very ardent lover, or he 
would have disregarded every obstacle that kept 
him from the spot that contained his mistress.'* 
These words, spoken in jest, sent a bitter pang 
through my heart ; a love too apprehensive, as I 
thought, had shadowed out some dim fears, which* 
her thoughtless words brought into too bold an 
outUne. 

But these were only clouds passing across the 
sun of my felicity ; the next morning a kind letter 
from Middleton made every thing bright ag^n. 
At this time^ a letter arrived from my aunt, plead- 
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mg for my company again ; sbe was old, flhe 
vrote, and childless, and needed the excitement 
of youth and gaiety; and sbe urged her ckuom 
with the eloquence of aga My father aaid, whaft 
he handed me the letter, ^ it if for you to dacide, 
my dear." I could not hesitate a moment to de- 
cline the invitation. 

The following summer it was arranged tfac^ t 
should seek another home ; I would not shorten 
the time I could be with my fatiier; and female 
pride, or delicacy, whispered, " your loFcr sbooWL 
seek you; be not too forward, Gedlia." Not t)f 
deny my aunt entirely, it was settled th^ £milj 
should go to h^. Pleased witii ihe wild flM(fi^ 
she expreMed, I busied myself joyfully with 
the preparati(ms for her departure; « thousaiad 
charges I gave h^ for Middleton-- bad€ her 
write me all she thought of hun, kissed her^ an4 
bade her farewelL Her first lettor to me wan 
nearly filled with praises of AGddlet^OQu ^Jli^ 
was every thing elegant and graceful ;" in fWKm^ 
mmd, and manners, " perfection ;'' the next wm 
nearly as extravagant ; in the thud, she omittod 
his name, and afierwards seldom mentKmed ham. 
bi Middleton's letters, his commendations appear* 
ed constrained. It occurred to me, that Emily had 
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not made so favourable an impression as she had 
received, and perhaps I tvas not displeased to 
thmk that love for me rendered him insensible 
to all other beauty and merit. 

Winter passed in quietness and retirement ; the 
time was drawing near which had been set for 
Emily's return, for which I had latterly t>egun to 
feel strangely anxious. She had ceased to write 
to me, and her letters to our father were brief and 
constrained, and at intervals somewhat long- 
When I complained of this, she answered, she 
had not time to write? I had heard, in many ways, 
how gay a life she led, and how much she was 
admired; and once I had heard some hint of 
a lover ; and I knew that, while love renders 
some voluble, in others it chains the tongue. In 
this manner I accounted for Emily's conduct , 
but that of Middleton was more mysterious. Why 
were his letters so evidently changed ; though I 
scarce knew how changed ; something there was 
different, though I could settle upon nothing de- 
cided. I meditated upon this, until my brain 
swam, and I longed for the arrival of Emily to 
restore my composure by explaining all that 
alarmed me. 

She came at last, cold, embarrassed^ and un- 
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happy, as I thought, but it mig^t be fatigue, or 
grief at parting with some dear friend ; at aU 
events, I had always been her confidant and ad- 
viser, and she would, doubtless, tell me all that 
concerned her. Mr. Middleton was well, she said, 
and she was the bearer of a letter from him ; as 
she handed it to me, a deep blush flushed her 
cheek, and her eye fell under mine. Something 
unpleasant crossed my mind at the moment, but 
my thoughts were all with my letter; its style of 
affected pleasantry pierced my heart, and brought 
confirmation, rather than relief to my fears ; the 
blush, the quailing eye, recurred to my troubled 
jmagination ; a horrible suspicion glanced an in- 
stant across my mind. I strove in vain to banish 
it, I flew to my room. Oh love ! I cried, to what 
meanness dost thou lead me ! Oh Middleton ! 
shall a wild passion lead me to doubt your ho- 
nour and my sister's friendship ! 

Notwithstanding I hated myself for harbouring 
tiiese thoughts, they continued to haunt me. I 
tought a private conversation with Emily, in the 
hope of ending my inquietude, but she shunned 
me; she was always going out, or had some 
young companion with her, whose presence en- 
tirely precluded confidential conversation. This 
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suspense was torturing ; I said to myself^ '* the 
worst certainty is preieraUe to this racking douhf' 
But I was mistaken ; I was soon to feel that it- is 
sometimes bliss to doubt, compared with the mise- 
ry of having nothing to hope. Chance at last re- 
moved every shade of susp«[ise. 

Going as usual, one day, to Emily's room, in 
the hope of finding her alone, I met her on the 
stah^ prepared to go out. Disappointed, I stopped 
short " I was going to sit with you," I said, 
"but I see you mean to walk." " Yes," she said, en- 
deavouring to pass me, " I have some business ; 
some other time you must ^" She was inter- 
rupted by a noise as of some oae falling, accom- 
panied by a scream ; we both hastily ran in the di- 
rection of the sound, and found one of the domes- 
tics had Men down a flight of stairs, and sprain- 
ed her ancle. After ascertaming the extent of the 
mjury, I left Emily bathing the limb, and proceed- 
ed to my room for a bandage. On the staurs, 
where I had met Emily, I perceived a letter 
lying ; I took it up, and saw with feelmgs it 
is in vain to describe, that it was directed to 
" Henry Middleton." I did not fieunt, I did not for 
a mcan^nt lose my senses. I was p^ectly com^ 
posed ; the case was plain enough* and I felt aU 
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the calmness that arises from having nothing 
leA to hope or fear. I concealed the letter in my 
bosom) then returned, and assisted to bandage the 
bruised limb. When all was dime, I returned to 
my room, and, with the evidence of the guilt of 
my lover and my sister before me, meditated 
xxpon the course it was incumbent on me to pursue. 
I heard Emily come to the stairs^ go to her room, 
quit it, an^ again return ; I knew she was search- 
ing for the letter, snd, miserable as I was, I pitied 
her, quaking under the terrors of detected guilt 

Having settled how I should act, I took the let- 
ter in my hand and went to her rocwn ; as I ap- 
proached, I heard her pacing the floor. How of- 
im, of late, had I felt that mental inquietude 
which will not sufl^ the body to remain stationa- 
ry ! I knocked at the door ,• a fmnt voice said, 
" come in :" as I entered, she blushed, fixed her 
eye upon the letter, which I held in my hand, and 
grew very pale. I laid the lettw down; "You 
have been looking for this," I said, '^ and perhaps, 
had rather I had not found it; I can account but 
in (me way, for a dandestine aurespondence be- 
tween my sister and Mr. Middleton ; it is f(wr you 
to say, if I am not right" 

In a voice, she vainly endeavoured to render 
7 
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finn, she said, ^' I had a commission for Mr^ Mid^ 
dleton, but I thought you would be jealous if you 
were to know that I write to him." ** Not, surely^^ 
if I were acquainted YhXh the cause ; not if it wene 
d<me openly; sur^ I could not easily be made 
jealous<tf mysistei-; but I a]% I confess, a poor 
weak creature; it is the infirmity of too fond an 
afiection for you, as well as for Mr. Middleton^ 
Emily, which makes me thus doubtM of wh^ 
you say ; if you speak the truth, make me blush 
for my suspicions; permit me to open this letter." 
" No," she said, hastily catching the letter, " it is 
private; besides," with a quivering voice, "I will 
not condescend thus ^o remove su£q[)icions you 
should blush to entertain." " Oh !" said I; trem- 
bling with agitation, and catching her arm, " you 
are but a novice in falsehood, Emily, but I must 
know all; you love Middleton; tell me^ by 
your truth and conscience tell me, has he sought 
your love?" There is something appalling in 
the vdiemence of passion. She trembled ; her 
face was deadly pale. << Let me go,^^ ahe almost 
shrieked, ^you are mad." "I am not mad, but 
you can make me so, by refusing to answer my 
question ; haa Middleton not sought your love ?" 
Still no answer; but her silence was stifficient 
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How weak are the resolutions we form^ while 
the danger we dread is yet at a distance ; I had 
determined to be mild and moderate; to pierce 
iiCT with contempt, i^ indeed, she was worthy erf 
it ; but nature would have its way ; I knew my 
eyes were wild, my face flushed. ' "I see," I said, 
"I have no longer a sister, no longa* a lover; but, 
wretched as your perfidy has made me, happy as 
*you may be in reciprocated affection, at this mo- 
ment I rejoice that I am not as you are. Con- 
tempt will soon cure me of my love ; but what 
can soothe remorse, that shall as surely come to 
you as light follows the sun? what shall relieve 
the satiety of passion, which is not rooted in 
esteem?'' 

Emily was overcome ; she caxight me by my 
dress ; " Hate me," she said, "load me with re- 
proaches; you cannot say any thing so bitter as 
my own conscience whispers ; well have you swd, 
you cannot be half so wretched as I am ; yet, oh, 
Cecilia, I struggled long against tMs fatal passion; 
I was not easily made so vile to you ; I will even 
now jwlinquish him if you bid me do it." " I bid 
you ? Oh no ! to me he can henceforth be nothing. 
Yet, Emily, consider well what you do, Ftise 
once, he may be fidse again ; give him not up ^ »Hr 
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heart as I have done, lest you should be deceived 
as I have been." 

I went to the door. " Stay, my sister," sobbed 
Emily, hanging on me, " my father,— you are his 
favourite;— if he should know of this,— Oh Hea- 
vens !" I saw what she vnshed. " If yoU do not 
mean that he shall know what this hour has re- 
vealed, I win gladly spare him the pain ; and, for 
yourself, Emily, consider well what you do."— 1 
flew to my rocnn, threw myself upon the bed, and 
bitter tears gushed in torrents.— After a long time 
given to the indulgence of this tran^rt, I took 
from my neck the miniature pf Middleton, en- 
dosed it in a padkage with his letters, wrote a long 
letter to Emily, in which I desired her to return 
them to Mr. Middleton, and request mine in return j 
advised her earnestly not to conthme a connexion, 
which legard for her father's happfaiess made it 
necessary to conceal, and to which ^e could ne- 
ver hope his sanction ; informed her of the course 
I had determined to pursue ; and begged the sub- 
ject might never again be referred to between us. 
I sent an excuse to my father for not appearing 
at the tea table, and devoted tiie evening to these 
empl03anents. 

When all was done, when I had no longer the 
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relief of action, I felt all ihe misery, all the ancubh 
of my lot; I camiot now look back upon that 
tuight without a shudder. It was impossible that 
I tdiould continue in the house with Emily, and 
not betray to my father that something was wrong 
between us ; I pleaded ^erefore indisposition, and 
requested permission to visit a frieiid in the coun- 
try. I flattered myself, that new objects might in 
taome measure divert my mind. 

On my arrival, I wrote to my father that cir- 
cumstances, into which I trusted he would not 
inquire, had induced me to put an end to my en- 
gs^gement with Mr. Middleton ; as he had the 
goodness to desire only my happiness, I wished 
him to feel assured that Mr. Middleton could never 
constitute it. My father's answer was as I wished 
and expected, and a letter from Emily -was ac- 
companied by my part of the correspondence with 
Middleton. 

All was now over; 1 had leisure to turn my 
mind to other thoughts. I called the aid of reason, 
of philosophy to banish all traces of a passion, 
unfortunate, and unworthy of me. I sought, in 
variety of occupation, to dif ert my mind from one 
contemplation. I had never lived much in the 
country, and I had hoped that the novelty of my 
7* 
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life would do much toward my cure; but I ww 
wrong to seek for composure in. retirement ; I 
should have entered the busy world instead ; action^ 
excitement, were what I wanted. In the place 
I had chosen, I felt no mterest in the inhabitants ; 
we had no ideas in common^ their company was 
distasteful to me, it contrasted too unfavourably 
with what I had formerly enjoyed; their opinion 
was indifferent to me, and I ceased to think of it, 
or them. I had no motive for exertion ; to force 
my mind from one painful thought, it was neces- 
sary to supply it with other objects ; but nothing^ 
had power to mterest me ; I wandered listlessly 
about the house, or roamed for hours in the most 
secluded spot I could discover ; I sunk into a state 
of feeling, worse even than the transports of de- 
spair. I cannot better descibe my state than in 
the words of a more recent poet, 

" One fatal remembrance, one sorrow, that throwa 
Its dark ehade alike o^er our joys and our woes. 
To which life nothing brighter nor darker can bring. 
For which joy hatli no balm and afiiiction no sting. '^ 

From this state of apathy I was awakened by a 
shock even more severe than that which had 
brought me so low. I thought joy and sorrow 
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had lost their power over me. Ihad yet to learn 
how much the heart can endure, ere it " forgets 
itself to stone," 

I had been three months in the country, when 
a messenger arrived from Boston, an^ouncing the 
dangerous illness of my father. Roused, as by a 
thunderbolt, I scarcely breathed until I found my- 
self on the road to Boston ; the natural vehemence 
of my temper, that I had thought forever gone, 
returned, and the speed of the winds would have 
beai msufficient for my impatience. I stopped 
not for rest, or refreshment. By profuse prcmiises, 
I prevailed upon my driver to expedite my pro- 
gress. I arrived in time ; kind nature sustained 
me to receive my father's blessing, to catch his 
last breath, to close his ej^es. Then a deadly sick- 
ness came over me ; I feU, and awoke not to the 
consciousness of my loss for many weeks : these 
are scenes which memory shudders at,— let me 
hprry on. I found my kind aimt by my bedside ; 
i^e had, notwithstanding her age, hastened to 
Boston immediately upon hearing of my illness; 
her kindness was unwearied, and her mild and 
judicious consolations restored me to some degree 
of composure. 

I was able now to think of Emily and Middleton 
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without shuddering; the loss of my father had 
rendered that of my lover comparatively light 5 
as the tenth wave of the sea effaces the trace of 
the preceding. By my father's death, his daugh- 
ters were left the richest heiresses in New-Eng- 
land. My aimt requested me to reside with her ; 
Emily, she said, would ere long have a home of 
her ovm. I sighed at this speech, but made no 
comment. "Indeed," continued my aunt, "I 
have desired that the marriage should take place 
immediately^ we should not throw away ottr 
happiness upon the forms of the world 5 Emily's 
grief has been too much for her constitution 5 she 
will find the most effectual consolation in the ten- 
derness of a husband: Have you, my love, any 
objections to the marriage of Emily taking place 
at once, with the utmost privacy'?" I gasped at 
this question, but answered^ " none, if Emily can 
thmk of marriage at'suph a time.'? 

But let me be brief in what remains to be told i 
Emily was married to Middleton, three months 
after the death of my father. I could not avoid 
being present at the cwemony, without betraying 
what it was necessary to conceal ; I summoned 
all my courage for the effort, and it did not desert 
me. What miraculous power has the mind over 
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the body ! I met Middleton, for the first time as 
the betrothed husband of Emily, with a cahn de- 
meanour, an mifaltering voice; I stood with them 
at the altar, as the Indian at the stake, and mine 
was the only voice that quivered not, the only 
cheek that kept its colour. 

Immediately after the marriage, which took 
place in the morning, my aunt and myself took 
leave of the bride and bridegroom, who were to 
inhabit my father's house, Mr. Middleton havmg 
abandoned his precession of the law, and estab- 
lished hinuself in Boston, as a merchant We 
proceeded to New-York, which has since been 
my home. Ten years fl6w over my head without 
material change. 

You will n(rt be surprised, for you know some- 
thing of human nature, to learn that an idea of 
marrying glanced across my mind; wounded 
pride urged me to marry, lest Middleton should 
beUeve a lurking tenderness for him kept me 
single. But this suggestion was supported by no 
auxiliary ; reason and,principle told me, I should 
not on such motives contract a conne^on so hi- 
timate, and my heart, I beheved, was forever 
closed to impressions of tenderness. I did not 
long debate the matter with myself; at twenty- 



82 SOME PASSAGES IN THE . 

five, I was as decidedly an " old maid" as now, 
when more than seventy years have marked their 
furrows on my brow. Ten years passed away 
in the tranquillity of an active and useful life. 

My affections, diverted from the usual channel, 
spread themselves in numerous streams ; my large 
fortune furnished, me with means of enjoyment, 
that, in the exclusiveness of youthful passion, I 
had neglected. 

So calm, so satisfying, was my life thus spent, 
that I wondered I could have been unhappy; my 
feelings for Middletonhad long subsided into quiet- 
ness, not unmingled with contempt. Perhaps 
you may be interested in his fate. After his mar- 
riage, intoxicated Mdth the possession of a large 
fortune, he commenced a career of extravagance, 
to which the largest possesMons would have been 
hiadequate, in which he was fully seconded by 
the thoughtless Emily. A prudent partner had 
for some time averted the catastrophe which such 
conduct could not fail to produce ; but at the ex- 
piration of ten years he was involved in debt, and 
declared a bankrupt. From this distress he was 
relieved by the death of my aunt. I had seen 
them but once since their marriage, and then re- 
monstrated with Emily, in strong terms, at the 
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Winous course they Were pursuing. She fell 
mortified and displeased* I was not disposed 
to temporize, and We parted with mutually un- 
pleasant feelings towards each other. My aunt, 
disgusted Mdth their conduct, determined to leave 
them nothing ; but at my earnest request, con- 
sented to mi^e Emily equal With myself ; a moiety 
of Emily's part was secured to her children, and 
the remainder was appropriated to re-establish 
her husband in business. 

•ttie summer following the death of my aunt, 
I joined a party of friends to make the tour of 
Europe. We visited successivdy, " merry Eng- 
land," France, Switzerland, Italy, Austria, and' 
Germany, and, on our homeward route, spent a 
few months in Spain. To me this tour abounded 
with objects of interest and pleasure ; yetj among 
all the treasures of art, aU the stores of learning, 
I turned to my own happy America, with the 
fuUest conviction of the happiness of calling it my 
home. My correspondence with my sister had 
for some years been very irregular ; I wrote to 
her frequaitly while in Europe, but received not 
a line from her ; it was not until I visited England, 
for the second time, that I heard from an acquaint- 
ance of the distressed condition of her affairs. 



84 SOME PAS8AOB8 IN TH£ 

My informant had just arrived from America, and, 
previous to his departure, the b^pkruptcy of Mid- 
dleton, for the seccmd time, had been declared. 
His creditors, much exasperated against him, had 
seized every thing they could obtain, and nothing 
remained to my unfortunate sister, but the slender 
interest derived from the fortune of her children. 

On hearing this account, all my former affection 
for Emily revived ; I had thought her conduct had 
extinguished the tenderness of nature; but those 
feelings are implanted Mdth our hfe, and end but 
with our existence. I immediately took leave of 
my friends, and sailed in the first vessel for Ame- 
rica. Arrived in New- York, I made no longer 
delay than was sufficient to make the necessary 
hiquiries, but proceeded at once to Boston ; I 
found Emily in lodgings, much distressed ; her 
children's fortune supplied her with the necessa- 
ries of life, but her husband was confined for debt : 
and the ineitorableness of his creditors left him 
no hope of a speedy release. 

I saw Middleton immediately; what a change 
was there ! I gazed at the sunken eye, the attenrh 
ated firame, where dissipation and excess had im- 
printed their inefiaceable marks, and thought, can 
this be he whom I once deemed worthy of little 
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less than idolatry ? Having ascertained the amount 
of his debts, I d^ypted the property I received 
from my aunt, to discharging them in equal pro- 
portions. His creditors, satisfied that nothing 
more could be obtained, and pleased Avith my con- 
duct, gave him a discharge. An old friend of my 
father offered him a situation in India, that held 
forth advantages greater than he had any right 
to expect. I took upon myself the care of his 
children, (two lovely girls only remaining out of 
seven,) and his wife, if she should detennine not 
to accompany him. Some faint ideas of duty, 
mingled with an aversion to go with him, caused 
some hesitation in her mind, which was quickly 
ended by her husband's hardly suppressed desire 
not to be troubled with her. Poor Emily ! my 
prophecies were fulfilled, and I pitied her from 
the bottom of my heart. 

Every thing was speedily arranged for his de- 
parture, and, fifteen years after his marriage, at 
the age of forty-two, he left his country, to which 
he was destined never to return. Emily, shat- 
tered in health and spirits, became, with her 
children, members of my family. I soon saw 
IJhat her life would not be of long continuance, 
and I saw also with bitter anguish, that I must 
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not hope to revive in her the affection of our ear- 
lier years. The same thing that made her now 
dearer to me than ever, operated in her against 
tenderness; A feehng of inferiority, an over- 
powering weight of obUgation, repressed all other 
feelings in her breast ; a degree of equality is 
necessary for friendship, and she felt herself de- 
pressed too fer below me. There was in her no 
inward strength to resist misfortune ; she lingered 
not many months ; and on her death bed she said 
to me, " Who would not think mine should have 
been the happier lot in life ? I was never crossed 
in a single wish ; married to the man of my choice, 
I may say, * cursed with every granted prayer j' 
while yoiur affections have been crushed by false- 
hood in its direst form ; you saw the man you 
loved married to another ; yet you have had years 
of happiness, while I have never felt a single mo- 
ment of unalloyed felicity. My sister, teach my 
children the moral of our story I They are yours | 
their father will never return to claim them ; but 
teach them to think with tenderness of their 
wretched mother, who has so dearly expiated her 
treachery to you." 

, Long and bitterly did I meum her, but h.e$. 
children supplied me with objects of interest, in 
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which my heart might fully expand itself. Care- 
fully have I reared them, and well do they repay 
my care. The eldest, Cecilia, is a wife and mo- 
ther, and her children are so much with me, that 
I have no leisure to pet cats and parrots. My 
Emily is still with me, and says she will be an 
"old maid" to honour my example; but yester- 
day I saw her blush deeply at the entrance of a 
favourite young friend of mine, who is kind enough 
to find a great deal of instruction in my conver- 
sation. "What this means, time I suppose will 
discover. Meanwhile, I am happy in the enjoy- 
ment of all that remains to age 5 and, grateful for 
the blessings I have enjoyed in this life, I await 
in humble hope the summons that shall call me 
to eternity. **♦♦*♦ 



WHAT IS THAT, MOTHER? 

BY THE REV. G. W. DOANE. 



What is that, mother 1 

The lark, my child 1 
The moon has but just loolted out and smiled, 
When he starts from his humble, grassy nesl^ 
And is up and away, with the dew on his breast 
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And a hymn in his heart, to yon pure bn^t sphen^ 

To warble it out in his Maker's ear — 
Ever, my child, be thy morning lays 
Tuned, like the lark's^ to thy Maker's pniae. 

What is that^ mother 7 

The dove, my son 1 
And that low sweet v(Hce, like a widow's moan, 
Is flowing out from her gentle breast^ 
Constant and pure, by that lonely nesl^ 
As the wave is poured from some crystal urn, 
For her distant dear one's quick return — 
Ever, my son, be thou like the dove^ 
In firiendship as fidthful, as constant in lore ! 

What is that^ mother 1 

The eagls^ boy * 
Proudly caxeering his course of j^ ; 
Firm, on his own mountain vigour relying, 
Breasting the dark storm, the red bolt defying— 
His wing on the wind, and his eye in the sun. 
He swerves not a hair, but bears onward, right on— « 
Boy 1 may the eagle's flight ever be thine^ 
Onward, and upward, and true to the line ! 

What is that, mother! 

The swan, my love I 
He is floating down from his native prove ; 
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No loved one now, no nestling nigh) 

He is floating down by himself to die ; 

Death darkens his eye, and unplumes his wings, 

Yet his sweetest song is the last be dngs — 
lisre so, my love, that when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it may waft thee home ! 



THE SEAMAN'S WIDOW. 

BT aRENVILI^E MSLLEN. 



In one of ^ose beautifi^ indentures that mark 
the coast of Long" Island, was some years ago to 
be seqn a small, but neat building, at that time 
occupied by an officer in the naval service of the 
Republic. At the first glance it seemed to be a 
dwelling place well designed for a son of the 
ocean. Situated almost upon the borders of the 
sea, the eye was perpetually filled with its vast- 
ness and wonders, while the music of its. waves, 
whether in their stormiest or laziest flow, was 
distinctly and continually heard there. The spot, 
too, was cultivated, and wore an air of secltBsion, 
that in another age would have been called ro- 
mantic. Tall overhanging trees grew roim4 
8* 
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about, and waved over the low roof, while the 
land, 9k the shape of a lawn, sloped away in fine 
verdure to the shore. The prospect of the Sound 
was extensive and delightful ; for, though the re- 
sidence was at the head of a small bay, still, as 
the land lay low on all sides, its position afforded 
a wide reach of water scenery. Taste and order 
reigned round the dwelling ; and you might see 
there the honeysuckle and woodbine clambering 
in at door and window, until the little place seem- 
ed to be almost embowered. In short, it was a 
place of beautiful quiet — one of those places that 
we dream about, and pant to fly to, when weary 
with the ways of men and the thousand heavy 
and disheartening things of life. 

To this retreat, soon after his marriage. Captain 
Kirkwood retired with his young and lovely wife. 
He had served long and well. Honour he had 
won, and with death he had been familiar in his 
course of high endeavour and perilous struggle 
for his land, and he had been successftil. Next 
came the reward bf beauty and worth, and he 
called himself happy. In the flush of life, with a 
reputation that was ringing about him, he mar- 
ried a woman in whom he had found accomplish- 
ment tmited with affection,, and lovelmess with 
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all virtue. She looked on him with pride, for hia 
character and his fame ; and he on her with de- 
light, for the hallowed purity of her heart Here- 
tofore he had heard enough of praise from aD 
quarters j he now wished for a still and concen- 
trated admiration, and he saw it oflfered in the 
person of one, who was indeed a prize to him, 
for he had borne her away from a throng of ad- 
mirers, with wit and wealth for their portion. It 
is not surprising, therefore, that, living just as he 
did, and where he did, he was eminently happy. 
His youthful wife, while she was Helen Fraser, 
had been celebrated for her beauty. She was then 
giddy with the applause that murmured round 
her wherever she went. She was the ghttering 
centre of the circle that she charmed about her, 
not because she was strikingly wise, or by any 
means magical in her attractions, but because she 
had so much heart in her manner, and so much 
downright kindness mingling with the natural 
pride of the station which all had willingly as- 
signed her. She had grown up thus far in fashion- 
able life, ever retaining, however, a wonderful 
spirit— energetic, deep-toned, full of sympathy, 
but totally inexperienced, and with a heart whose 
pure elements the world had not contaminated or 
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touched. Such as We have here de^ribed her, 
she gave her heart fervently to James Kirkwood, 
who inherited little else but a competency and his 
good fame. 

Yet Helen Fraser had no idea, when she mar- 
ried Kirkwood, that she put her happiness into 
great risk. She thought not of the dangers of his 
profession, and that the chances of life were di- 
minished by his being in it. She thought only 
of its glory. As to leaving her companions, and 
the 'pride of place' she held in an admiring group 
of friends, it was nothing to her. Instead of be- 
ing gazed at, she was now but taking her turn to 
gaze at the world, and to learn something of its 
realities. Besides, her friends were near her. 
The spires and vanes of the city were in view ; 
and while she could see them glitter in the light 
of mommg and evening, and hear the hum of the 
metropolis stealing out on the breeze, she felt as 
though all former ties were as yet unsevered, and 
that even were Kirkwood called suddenly away, 
a moment of time would bring her friends to her, 
or carry her back to her friends. 

And such a time had now come — already come, 
while yet the bridal wreath was fresh upon her 
brows. It was a time of trouble, and for purposes 
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of protection, it became necessary to despatch a 
force to the Mediterranean. The ship to which 
Kirkwood was attached, was under orders to sail 
forthwith for those seas, and at the time our tale 
commences, his wife waa alone at the cottage, 
waiting his arrival from the city, to which the 
business of preparation had called him in the early 
part of the day. The evening was a bland one 
in midsummer. She sat at the window, earnestly 
gazing out in expectation of his approach. The 
last light of sunset shot through the flowers and 
wild vines, and sent a mellow lustre into the room.r 
It was all fragrance and twilight. Thoughts were 
rising upon her mind, that had never visited it 
before, because, till now, the occasion had never 
come that should suggest them. She had never 
reflected upon the possibihty of these thmgs, and 
she now began to question herself, and to grow 
sad and uneasy. But her reverie was broken by 
the arrival of Kirkwood, attended by a female 
companion. She recognised her with evident 
satisfaction, and hastened to welcome them at 
the door. 

'Well, Helen,' said Kirkwood, 'you see I have 
prevailed, and brought Julia, who has promised 
to remain with you during my truant months ; so 
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you must contrive to make yourselves happy 
while I am gone on this ill-timed cruise. But I 
hope,' continued he, forcing an air of gaiety, 'that 
I shall soon be back again to make you both stare 
at my delightful stories about the turbans.' 

There was no hilarity to answer that in which 
these words were uttered, and the conversation 
turned to other topics. It was a relief, indeed, 
to that young wife to find so tried a friend at her 
side at this crisis. They had been as sisters from 
their childhood ;— could any thing separate them 
at such a time ! 

The evening, however, passed heavily. It grew 
late. The frigate that lay on the calm waters in 
full view of the dwelling, and oh which they had 
all been unconsciously gazing, was now lost in 
gloom. The air grew chill. Kirkwood drew 
lown the window, and the party retired «r}di a 
melancholy good night. 

The nfixt morning there was frequent passing 
to and from the shore ; and before noon' his wife 
and friend were there to wish Kirkwood faTewell 
and a good wind. Helen did not sink under this, 
though it was a trial sore and cutting to her un- 
tried heart. The ship unfurled her canvass, thd 
guns roared over the waters, and the signal wup 
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given for weighing anchor. Kirkwood, in a tone 
of hilarity, bade them have no fear for nim. 

' God bless you, Helen ! God bless and preserve 
you, my dear girl ! Don't look pale while I am 
gone. Bear up, bear up — you shall hear from me 
as often as possible, and every thing shall go well.' 

She did bear up. Woman is capable of won- 
derful fortitude at times, and here was another 
example of it. 

* I will believe,' said she, placidly, and in an 
imder tone, 'I will believe all you tell me— that 
you will return soon in safety and with gratitude. 
And now go,' continued she, as if fearmg for the 
mastery of her feeUngs, 'don't you see that your 
ship is impatient to be gone, and the signal has 
already called you V 

Kirkwood bent over her, and whispered a few 
words, then sprung into the boat in waiting, and 
soon stood upon the deck of his vessel. 

The two friends, without interchanging a single 
word, hurried up the lawn and into the house, 
before they ventured a glance at the gallant frigate. 
They then seated themselves in silence at the 
windows, to watch her movements as she put to 
sea. Long did they remain there looking at that 
beautiful object. By degrees, sail after sail was 



06 THE seaman's widow. 

dropped, and filled away before the freshening 
wind, till she seemed to float over the element 
under a cloud of canvass. At first, every spar was 
distinctly visible as the sails were stretched upon 
thenr, and the men could be seen darting among 
the rigging, in the busy preparation for the voyage. 
Gradually the ship sunk into a white, towering 
mass, that appeared to rest against the sky, con- 
tmuing to diminish, until it faded into a ispeck of 
mist on the watery horizon. 

It was then that Helen turned to her companion, 
and felt how many of her hopes were extinguished 
when that white sail died in the ^stance. She 
arose up, with tears trembling in her eyes, and 
walked the room with her arms folded upon her 
bosom. 

"Certainly," said she, "I have seen maiyrpart' 
ings, Julia, and heard of them too, under circunx- 
stances of no small anxiety, and people seined 
to take them as a matter of course ; but I find I 
have never thought of these things, or else I am 
different from every body else." 

Julia saw, that, in some respect^ she was so 
indeed ; and she began to banter her for her me- 
lancholy. 

The next day came in with storm and raiiy 
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irtit there was every reason to believe that the 
ship had got well to sea, as the wind had blown 
freiahly and prosperously during the night. Still 
it was a sad day to begin her widowhood with, 
and Helen was disposed to presage sorfiething 
from it. This was not superstition in her; it was 
merely the indulgence of a feeling that holds all 
of us more or less within its influence. Yet such 
was but the first of many days of disquiet that 
she was doomed to pass. 

As might be expected, the retreat was not mi- 
visited at this crisis. It was the resort of many 
kind and solicitous friends, who came and went 
With smiles of cheerfulness and words of conso- 
lation ; while in Julia, her companion, she found 
that well-ordered sympathy that does more than 
any thing, to reconcile us to hard occasions. She 
did not yield a ready echo to every fear that she 
breathed, but contrived to elude all mention of 
the painful part of her anticipations, while she 
always treated them with tender, but silent atten- 
tion. Still Julia was sensitive to a fault ; but she 
had forethought as well as tears for her friends, 
and, over all, an intelligence that beguiled time 
of half its weariness. 

But Helen Kirkwood's strength was miscalcu- 
9 
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latecL She knew little about it herself ; and wh^n 
she came to feel how it was going from her, she 
wondered how she had dared to put it to sudi 
trial. Yet she felt that this was not so great a 
struggle to bear with, after all. Thousands of 
fine spirits had undergone such before, and their 
eyes had not lost lustre, nor their cheeks colour, 
nor their frames life and proportion. But we 
have said that she was young, and unprepared, 
and singularly confiding. Neither her own reso- 
lution, therefore, nor the tone of comfort and hope 
assumed by her friends^ could rid her of that pro- 
phetic sense of evil that sat upon her spirit like 
an incubus, pressing it deeply and painfully home 
to its citadel. She went out and walked among 
the flowers and woods, and talked with her friend 
as she had been accustomed to in her rambles 
with Kirkwood, and, with her, planned out num- 
berless litlle things to please and surprise hinu 
But all this was constrained, it was unnatural— a 
vain effort to escape from the chilling, deadening 
influence of some of those terrible convictions, 
that, in spite of vSg will sometimes people the 
imagination. 

Autumn passed by, and winter was verging on, 
when the first tetters arrived. One was dated at 
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sea, and written in strains of alternate hope and 
anxiety and happiness. The prospect of a speedy 
voyage appeared to be quite certain, and a deter- 
mination to do something brilliant and decisive 
was. earnestly expressed. Something desperate 
was to be done, and the service would be peril- 
ous. " But then," said he, " exposure is a part of 
our profession, Helen, and peril is the track we 
Are always doomed to move in." Here, conjured 
np anew, wiis the very fear that had been, since 
his departure, pursuing her like a phantom. Once 
she would have looked on the thought of security 
as inglorious. Now, fame was a word of sad 
import to her ; and safety was something better 
than honour — it was her happiness, her salvation. 
ITie winter went heavily by, and found our 
friends at their still fireside in almost unbroken 
retirement. Though often urged to revisit her 
former circles, Helen had no heart to do it. Her 
friends knew her too well to press the matter. 
With Julia alone, therefore, she passed the season 
of gloom, relieving it, as well as could be hoped, 
with such scenery to fill their eyes, and such re- 
collections to occupy their hearts. StiU Kirkwood's 
letters continued to come fast and full, bringing 
gladness and consolation, momentary though 
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they might be, mto tiiat little dwelling. But in 
no one was a hope held out of return. Every- 
thing was very uncertain. The service was active. 
What the end would be, and when, was a pro- 
blem ; and to talk of return as a thing certain, 
* was not to be permitted, and, besides, would 
awaken hopes, that might not be realized, till the 
expectant was disheartened. What but a deadly 
one, could be the effect of such conclusions upon 
one so constituted I The winter fled without hope; 
and when Helen first opened her doors and win- 
dows on the new-budding vines that clung about 
them, it was with as little proiq)ect of joy to come, 
as when their leaves fell fluttering and circling 
round her m the dim sunlight of autuittn. 

The effect of all these things could be no longer 
concealed. Sickness had followed; and ere the 
winter was over, it was evident that disappoint- 
ment, leagued with disease, had commenced its 
work of decay and desolation. It was decay, 
however, imaccompanied by complaint of any 
sort. Her smile, indeed, grew more languid, and 
a beautiful complacency came on as her pres^- 
timents grew more fixed and decided. 

A long interval had now elapsed since the last 
letter. The season had again mellowed into sum- 
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mer, and fruits wad flowers were once more hang- 
ing about the retreat. But Helen no longer moved 
among them as she had been wont to. A pale 
cheek, a quick-beating heart, too well whispered 
the story of her suffering. The subtle, strange 
fever of the spirit was upon her, and she felt that 
she was to be a martyr. At length all her ap- 
prehensions seemed about to be realized. There 
had been vague rumours ef the loss of a govern- 
ment ship m the Mediterranean,'by storm or battle. 
Heretofore it' had been nothing but rumour, and 
as such had circulated but little in the papers. It 
was now ascertained that the report was true, and 
the public prints were fiUed with accounts of a 
hard fought battle between the ship commanded 
by Kirkwood and an Algerine frigate. Still there 
was nothmg oMcial. The journals only said, in 
ad(5tion, that the contest was:gallantly maintained, 
and that the American commander was inortall3^ 
Wounded. 

When Helen read this intelligence, at length 
assuming some credible shai)e, there was no vio- 
lent burst of grief, no wailing or despair ; but the 
little hope that had hitherto sustained her, seemed 
suddenly withdrawn, and she settied downward 
to the earth as though an overpowering and over^ 
9* 
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shadowing presence was upon her. So com- 
pletely had the subduing conviction of a terrible 
issue come over her, that, had the death of Kirk- 
wood at that moment been annotmced to her, it 
would have been any thing but stunning intelli- 
gence. She looked as though the worst might 
come now, and she would receive it with tran- 
quillity. Still there was no complaint ; but sighs 
broke from her, such as come only from an ex- 
piring spirit. It was now the time of conflicting 
emotions; and the troubled tides were rushing 
and minghng about her heart, as some distant 
hope would shoot over the stirring elements, and 
startle them into exultation. Again the waters 
would subside, and a profoipid calna settle upon 
the deep. 

. She had now become so feeble that even her 
companion's encouraging hilarity could no longer 
ke^ her up. 

" I am iller than ever, Julia," said she ; " I will 
go into my bedroom ; it seems the fittest place for 
me; I cannot hold up much longer ;- and I am 
only a trouble to yoUj to be wandering about so." 

There is something inexpresably touching' in 
this voluntary rehnquishment Of the common 
holds upon life and its pleasures— of all that sejise 
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of enjo3anent that amies from moving among the 
Ibeauties of the world and in its free air, for the 
samen^ and silence of a sick-roooi ; for a sick- 
chamber is butthevestibuleof the tomb, and when 
the beautiful and young go into it, with a prer 
paredness of spirit, and that quiet tone of feeling 
that is as far removed from complamt as it is from 
display, there is something in the spectacle irre- 
sistibly chastening and pathetic 

Here, then, in a small room that opened upon 
the blue sea, she set herself to wait the issue. A 
holiness of purpose seemed now to have settled 
upon her, and a concentration of her thoughts 
seemed to have taken -place, that served pecu- 
liarly to harmonize with her sickness. On a 
small table at her bedside, lay her Bible, and 
under it the paper that cohtamed the last distress- 
ing account of Kirkwood, This she kept by her 
continually ; and often was she to be seen holding 
it for hours together, with her eyes fixed vacantly 
upon that part which bore the intelligence, aa 
though she were trying to derive something new 
from what she had read again and again. Thus 
was she cherishing, with a deep, calm fervour, the 
very lines that Had bowed her down, merely be- 
, cause they were the last that had come^ relating 
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fo hCT unfortunate husband, and because they 
still left to her the doubtful joy of one dhn solitary 
ho]^. 

Yet Helen was not alone. She was not forgot- 
ten. Over her sad lot, there were many to weep, 
who had known her in the days of bloom, when 
joy was ever present, the buoyant handmaiden of 
her bright hours. Her friends were often with 
her ; but it was no longer with the smile of social 
rebuke at miaginary fears, or with the language of 
consolation. They looked on Ker as one whom 
they could not trifle with in that way, as though 
^e conviction of her terrible loss, and of her com- 
ing destiny, was too deeply seated to be charmed 
away by kind words or kind looks. They re- 
garded her as an offering for the grave, and felt a 
hallowed solemnity steal over them, as they saw 
her there, waiting, as it might be, for her sepul- 
ture. The house was as tranquil as though it was 
deserted; no glad voices were heard there; no 
human sound, but occasionally. When Julia sung 
some low air, as she sat, charged with grief, over 
her harpsichord. Friends came and went as 
noiseless as the birds about the dweUing. All ex- 
changed a few words upon the condition of the 
young wife, as they met and parted, but always 
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in whispers— as feough her subtle spirit was all 
about them, and could catch every breath they 
uttered. 

As if hear sense of whs* is beautiful In nature 
was revived to an intense degree, she would re- 
quest to have fresh-blown flowers, especially rosea 
of deep fragrance, culed aad ranged alcmg upo|i 
the table before her, in little vases. Julia lent all 
her CM^ as well as taste, in performing this duty, 
for it seemed to connect itsdf beautifully, but 
mysteriously, with the state of her dying fneaiL 
On this lovely collection, that was laid every 
morning, like an offering of odour and dew before 
her, forming m its bloom an emblem of her own 
purity, at once, and fragiUty—<Mi these chistwng 
flowers i^e would gaze, with an intensity that 
seemed almost painfuL Thus she would sit for 
a long time, as though waiting to see them droop, 
the summer airs breathing around her, and scat- 
tering in at the door the blossoms from the wild 
vines, while Julia, at her side, read in a quiet tonp 
some favourite vohune, or held a low-voiced cc»- 
versaiion, leavmg her^ with an instinctive kind 
of respect, to such subjects fus her fiancy migt^ 



It was wonderful to see with what calmness 
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and devotion that young creature sat there wait- 
. :ng the issue of her fatal disease. It was a pic- 
ture for the rigid religionist, or the gay and thank- 
less devotee of the world and its follies. There 
was nothing to be seen there, in the sublime sup- 
port that her spirit seemed to enjoy, which was 
to be referred to any miraculous .influence of a 
mysterious faith. It was merely the submission 
of a pure heart, conscious, indeed, of its demerits 
at its best estate, but still too pure to believe that 
God would deride its holiest feelings, or withdraw 
his mercy as the shadow of death came on. It 
was the calmness of a meek spirit^ passing in the 
strength of its duty, of its affection, Of its trial; and 
there is a world of consolation and of instruction 
to be drawn from the scene. 

In ^his manner another month passed away. 
It was midsummer once more, and almost a yeai 
had fled since Kirkwood had departed. It was 
near a glowmg noon in July, and Helen, as usual 
was seated in her deep chair, placid and pale as 
marble. A soft air was breathing fhjm the sea, 
and, as it came hi at the windows, scattered the 
rose leaves from the vases, till they fell m sholvers 
upon her head and lap. Unconscious of every 
thing else, however, she was busy over her soli- 
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tary paper, reading—was it for the last time ?—. 
that sad narrative, on which, as if by some fSatality, 
she continued doatingly to linger, A few tears 
might be seen passing off, but there was no heav- 
ing of the bosom, no sob, no sigh. The tears 
seemed to be the last tears of an exhausted heart. 
Near her, and with her back turned upon her, sat 
Julia, just breathing a few sad words of melody 
in accompaniment to Jier mstrum^ent. As she 
played, she thought eoiother voice stole in and 
mingled with her own. Listening attentively, she 
heard with distinctness a few notes that could not 
be mistaken, and she was convinced that Helen 
joined with her. This was tmcommon, and she 
played on as though she had not heard it ; but the 
voice ceased entirely. She rose on being address- 
ed by Helen, and seated herself at her side. She 
observed that she was just then passing her eye 
from the window to the portrait of Kirkwood, 
that hung near the bed. 

" How strongly, Julia, this day reminds me of 
that when James parted from us ! It is just the 
time of year, and the sea looks the same, and then 
the shore there, and the ship— every thing, every 
thing, Julia, remains the same but myself— and I 
am altered indeed !" 
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She gazed on her white, withered hands, while 
Julia, her attention thus directed, looked out upon 
" the prospect. The scene was indeed calculated 
fo recall the time that had been alluded to— boats 
[footing from the shore ; the cdr quivering over 
the heated sand ; the green trees waving in the 
vicinity ; and a stout ^ip standing in with her high 
fails set, and her tapering masts apparently tracing 
the clodds in her approach. 

" I have been thinkmg, Julia," she continued, 
"that this life of corroding suspense— if, indeed, 
I can can it suspense— is abotrt closing with me. 
I am convinced that even James's rettim would 
not revive me now, and I can hardly wish to 
live, while there would be nothmg to welcome 
him but this miserable wreck, nothing for him to 
live for but such a shadow as I am." 

" But, my dear Helen," returned Julia, " you 
know we can't measure other% feelings by our 
own in such cases; especially the feelings of 
those who love us. Kirkwood would think you 
were doing him injustice by such an idea." 

" Do you think so ?" said she, faintly ; and 
agam her eyes fell on her shrunken and transpa- 
rent hands. There was silence for some time. 
At length she proceeded : 
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* Th6 world has alt^ed strangely to me, very 
strangely, Julia. I seem to forget every thing, 
every tiling"— she hesitated a moment—" all btit 
James, and he now appears before me with a 
strange distinctness^ just as he was on the eve of 
our msurrLage. But things are fading £rom me 
fast, which I would remember. They have been 
a solace to me heretofore. I would not forget 
them now ; it seems to be the last time I shall 
think of them. Speak, Julia! speak of those times 
as they were, and as we used to speak of them ; 
this void is worse than all." 

Julia saw at once the sad condition to which 
decay had brought her friend ; and as she would 
nave done by a diild, she drew her to her bosom, 
and talked over many events that she knew would 
flow pleaempjy into her awakened recollection. 
She list^ed as in sweet dream; and a hal: 
formed smile sometimes appeared flitthig over her 
colourless face, as the endeared memories came 
back upon her. 

While they were thus engaged, a domestic ap- 
peared at the door, and beckoned to Julia. The 
intimation was not seen by Helen, and having 
gently extricated herself, she advanced as if to 
give some of the usual household directioDs, and 
10 
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hastily took a letter from the hands of the Ser- 
vant Hel^i, meanwhile, had resumed her pa-> 
per, but, on Julia's turning, suddenly looked up^ 
and discovered the letter in her hands; It was 
in vain to attempt concealment There was but 
one course to pursue. Lighting into a smile, 
" See, Helen ! here is something at last, this mo^ 
ment handed ma It comes suddenly, indeed. 
Do you feel prepared for it ? Will you open it, 
orshaUI?" 

Julia hardly knew what she was saying. Her 
thoughts were in tumtdt. She was answered 
simply by a motion. The handwriting of the en- 
velope was unknown to her, and the seal was 
black. But the letter was already open, and the 
well known characters were before her. With- 
out saying a word, she hurried it into the handis 
of Helen. The writing was his own, and the 
charm of death was dissolved. Kirkwood was 
alive, was well, was returning to her; and life 
flowed back once more into its long deserted 
channels. 

Crushing the letter between her hands, she rose 
up with wonderful vigour, and lifted her arms to 
heaven. 

" Thank God, thank God, for this I Now 1 am 
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ready to die ^" and she sunk again into her chair 
and covered her face. 

" Read it, Julia, for I cannot— I have no sight— 
and— I am very weak — Great God !" murmured 
she to herself, " what a revulsion !" 

With fear and trembling Juha read as follows 
The letter was dated at Gibraltar. 



" You must not be alarmed, Hden, to find mt 
addressing you from a sick bed. We have had 
a desperate battle. I was wounded, mortally, it 
was supposed, and brought hither. And here I 
have been, lingering, lingering, for long weeks, 
and even months ; suffering much which it would 
avail little to talk of now, but which yoxir pre- 
sence, your presence, Hden ! how it ^ould have 
alleviated ! I am still very weak, and suffer a 
great deal now, wliile I am writing you. You 
would hardly know me, I am so altered. What a 
contrast I must present to you and Julia !— hs^py, 
no doubt, and healthy; full of life and expecta- 
tion. But at present I must not dwell on this 
subject. I must husband my little strength, and 
tell you, as well as I catf, something about my 
misfortunes and condition. 

" The story of a bloody battle, my beloved 
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wife^ it would be cruel ta torture you with. The 
papers^ besides have no doubt let you into all the 
particulars. It was in the heat ojf the fight, as I 
was attempting to replace the fellen coloinrs, that I 
received a severe wound, that prostrated me in an 
instant. How long I laid insensible I know not ; 
but my first recollection found me at this place^ 
under good care, but deeply, dreadfully wounded. 
1^ history of my sufiering, I say, I will not re- 
petA 5 it is uselessr, and it would wring your heart 
lo read it aiU. Such has it been, that, till this mo- 
ment, I have not been able to write a word. I 
would ratlier turn from it to you, Helen, for I find 
nocmifort in holding this sort of communion with 
yoo. When, when will the time come, that I shall 
exchange HfOr yourself? — - 

* * ii 

"My dreams are strange and fevered. I thought, 
hM night, you had come to me, and stood over 
my pillow. But then, how yott had altered ! You 
seemed to be a statue ; and when your lips touch- 
ed mine, they felt as cold as marble, and your 
form looked wild and spectral. What does this 
nean? Is my fiincy still so diseased? or is it 
one of those mysterious intimations of our sleep^ 
tibat would seem to come just at the moment 



THE seaman's widow. 113^ 

when we least can bear them? O Helen ! as I 
write, and my Teelings awake to old memories 
and joys that are now denied me, I feel indeed 
how miserable I am. I have been, too, a great 
while on this bed of pain and languishing. Yet 
my strength is that of a child, and there are strange 
convictions coming over me, at times, that I can- 
not bear to indulge, yet cannot get rid of. I try 
to be patient— God forgive me for my complain- 
ing—but the thought that there is an ocean be- 
tween us is intolerable. How much I want you 
now ! And how doubly blessed now appears our 
little retreat, and the repose there, and all, all, 
every thing about it ! But I am a mere infant at 
exertion. I am warned not to put forth too much. 
I will wait. Miyre as soon as I am permitted. 
€rood night, good night ! 

* ♦ ♦ 

"My wound pains me but little to-day; yet I 
can hardly write, and the surgeon forbids exer- 
tion. Exertion ! why, what does he think we are 
made of? What can keep the mmd in stagna- 
tion? Yet think of a spirit fettered down, and 
toiling and wearing away the very principle of 
life. Helen, I feel that I am getting low; and 
that this confinement, with this cold, low tone o' 
10* 
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encouragement, that is worse than the extinction 
of all hope, are hurrying me downward very 
fast I pray you, prepare yourself for the worst 
God knows, it may come, for my system is in a 
terrible struggle with nature, and the spirit of 
life is too weak to hold out long in this way. 

"But I seem to think and talk wholly of my- 
self. And now how fares it with you, Helen ? 
How is our home? and our friends, how are 
they ? and your letters, where are they ? I have 
had no word for months from you — and I here^ 
upon this weary bed, heaving and panting I Oh t 
this wide sea ! this wide sea ! But I must break 
oif again ; my pen drops ; I am exhausted. Once 
more, Helen, as you love me^ let me conjure you 
to be calm. There is a high duty upon us. 
* * * 

" Yesterday the physician said something about 
hope, but he shook his head as he said it, and I 
feel something here that he cannot fathom. Am 
I to feel it much longer ? Then God bless you, 
God bless you and preserve you, for I can do it no 
.longer ! I think I know my situation— but I am 
as weak as death— I cannot trace my words. O 
home! home! our home! and our young love ! 
how soon it is cut off! But tell them our flag was 



THE SEAMAN'^ WIDOW. 116 

not dishonoured— and— ^membery Heifln— but 
my wound bleeds afresh." 



Ju}ia stopped. She thought it ww enough. 
There were a few words more, but she hardly 
dared to read them. Dunng thk time she had 
continued standing by the side oi her afOicted 
friend ; and, as she closed, she ^anced her eye 
over the top of the letter to mark its effect upon 
her. She sat perfectly collected and motionless ; 
but an indescribable expression of deep settled 
sorrow had passed into her ^e, and a look of 
utter abandonment was there, mingled with a love- 
liness so subdued and so tender, that it melted the 
heart to see it The paper had Men, and lay 
upon the floor, at her side. A shade of singular 
resignation was thrown over her countenance by 
the simple arrangement about her head; a white 
robe enveloped her shrniking figure, and a beau- 
tiful matitle, over that, wa& drawn hi folds about 
her. Her hands lay meekly crossed in her lap, 
and her feet sat lifelessly forward upon the floor, 
as though they had long ago forgotten their oflice 
of support. Her lips moved not during the re- 
cital ; her eye gleamed not with a smgle tejur, but 
fbced itself in steadfast gaze upon the air, as though 
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her soul had already taken wmg for the land of 
spirits. 

As Julia finished, she seemed to be roused from 
her reverie. 

" Is it all, Julia?" said she, slowly, and in a 
tone scarcely audible, as she looked up—" is it 
all '? read it all— all— I am prepared now for every 
thing. Did he not tell me to be calm'?— read — 
read"— an^d, at once, ^e sobbed as if overpowered 
and suffocated. 

Julia sat by her, and read the postscript. It was 
from a friend of Karkwood, who thus performed 
his dying request, in relating the circumstances of 
his death, and forwarding the letter. He had not 
disgraced his flag, and he died as became a man 
and a christian. 

As she closed, Helen bowed, as with some terri- 
ble oppressipn^ y pon the bosom of her friend. As 
she once njjore faintly raised her head, her eye fell 
on the portrait of him she had so fervently loved. 
It fixed there a moment, and, ere Julia was aware, 
she fell back lifeless upon her arm. Her heart 
was broken. 
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CANVASSING. 

BY CHARLES WEST THOMSOV. 

"Sib, your vote — ^will you alloi^, Sir^ 
Glad to find you at your ease" — 

"You'll excuse me — ^for I vow, Sir, 
I shall vote for whom I please." 

"But, good friend" "It is in vain. Sir- 

I*m a freeman, Sir, to-day " — 

" Just permit me to explain, Sir " — 
"'Tis scarce worth your longer stay." 

"Well, Sir, let me leave this letter— 
And farewell, Sir" "Sir, good bye— 

CUad he's gone, that old abetter 
Of the aristocracy. 

" I am not so sad a sinner 

To prop up so rank a stem — 
Mary, now let's have some dinner, 

We are just as good fts them." 
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SATURDAY APTEENOON, 

BY N. P. WILLIS. 



I LOTS to look on a scene %ka tidi^ 

Of wild and careless play, 
And persuade mjsdf that I am not old. 

And my locks are not yet gny» 
For it stirs the Uood in an old mon^i hurt^ 

And makes his pulses fly, 
To catch the thrill of a happy yniet, 

And the light of a pleasant eye. 

I have walked the woridfor foonMivyeaz^ 

And they say that I am old ; 
That my heart is ripe for the reaper, Destli, 

And my years are well nigh told. 
It is yery true — ^it is yery true— 

Vm old, and I **lnde my tune'— > 
But my heart will leap at a scene like tiii% 

And Ihalf renew my prime. 

Play on I i^y on ! I am with yom tfaen^ 
In the midst of your merry ring j 

1 can feel the thrill of the daring jim^ 
And the rush of the breathless swini^ 
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I hide with you in the fragrant hay, 
And I whoop the smothered call, 

And my feet sUp up on the seedy floor, 
And I care not for the &1I, 

I am willing to die when my time shall comei 

And I shall be glatf to go^ 
For the world, at best, is a weary place^ 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart will fidl 

In treading its gloomy way ; 
And it wiles my he^ from its dreariness. 

To see the young so gay. 



THE BLIND BOY. 



Seven children gathered aromid the board oi 
William Halleck ; and though poverty lay like a 
dark mist on his prospects, and sometimes pressed 
heavily on his heart, yet the hardy and p;ous far- 
mer toiled patiently along the thorny path he 
found marked out for him. Death had never 
entered his doors ; but sickness had come often, 
with fatigue, expense, anxiety, and sorrow in her 
train and beneath his roof dwelt one being, at 



THE BLIND BOV. 119 

once a living joy and a living sorrow. His fourth 
child was a bright and beautiM boy ; but God 
had shut out from his mind the p^ception of all 
Visible loveliness. Henry was bom blind. The 
hearts of the parents were troubled when the ter- 
rible suspicion first cam^ upon their minds, that 
the fair infant on whom they gazed, lay in a 
world of darkness. Maiiy and various were the 
experiments they tried to ascertain the truth, and 
it was long after every friend and neighbour that 
looked upon the child had expressed his melan- 
choly conviction, ere the father and mother would 
shut their hearts against all hope. But the boy 
grew and strengthened 5 his little limbs became 
active; he stood by his mother's knee, he grasped 
her hand, and walked tottering at her side ; lan- 
guage came in due season to his tongue, and his 
artless prattlfe and happy laugh were the loudest 
and the liveliest in the house. Tel vision was 
still wanting, and the earth and all it contained, 
even the faces of those he best loved, were shut 
from his gaze. He was bom to be a poor, use- 
less, helpless bhnd boy; and the hearts of his 
parents sometimes ached to the core as they look- 
ed on his blooming cheek and sightless eyes, and 
thought of the future. 
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But the voice of eomplaiQt was a sound un- 
known beneath the roof of William Halleck, and 
the hymn of thanksgiving ascended every even- 
ing from the lips of his family circle, ere the 
deep deep of the weary came on their eyelids. 

Three winters in succession had a rheumatic 
fever laid one erf ihe daughters of William Hal- 
Leek on the bed of sickness ; yet she, too, like the 
rest of that humble household, was industrious 
contented, and pious. She was two years oMot 
than Henry ; and the mutual sense of infirmity 
had knit the bonds of a brother's and a sister's 
love most dosdy between them. When the inva 
lid first rose from the weary bed of pain, and went 
forth under the blue sky of spring, it was the 
strengthening arm of Henry that supported her; 
and when the blind boy asked of things that were 
shut up from none but him, it was the soft voice of 
Mary that answered his questions, and poured 
into his mind the delight of new ideas. It was 
Henry who sat by Mary's bedside in her hours of 
suffering, and ministered to her wants. He knew 
by her breathmg when she slept, and remained 
still and silent in his darkness till she woke. He 
knew by the very tones of her voice when she was 
better, and when she was worse, and though he 
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stole about her room with the bent head and out- 
itretched hand of the blind, he seldom missed find- 
ing any thing that Mary wanted. And it was Mary 
who gave Henry that knowledge of the Being who 
made him, which was a bright light to his mind, and 
shed over his spirit a hope more gladdening than 
the sunshine which cheered all outward things. 

As soon as pain ceased to rack her joints and 
strength was in a measure restored to her limbs, 
Mary was wont to arise and return thankfully to 
those emplojonents in which alone she was per- 
mitted to assist the toils of her family. The first 
warm days of spring were to Henry days of re- 
joicing. As soon as he felt their breath, he used 
to hasten into the house, crying, with a glad voice, 
" Summer is coming, and Mary will get well !" 
To him the first note of the robin told not of the 
verdure and blossoms which were soon to cover 
the face of nature with beauty ; but it announced 
that she whom he loved would be freed from her 
pain, and come out with him into the pure an-, 
and go into the fields and woods, gathering frag- 
rant wild-flowers, listening to the music of the 
winds, waters, and birds, and talking to him 
cheerfully and usefully. Mary was entering upon 
her seventeenth spring; and before the April 
11 
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snows had melted from the fields, she was already 
so well that she sat up, as she was accustomed, ip 
her little window, plying her needle with a busy 
and a skilful hand. There came a heavy storm 
of rain with warm south winds, and in one night 
the snowy mantle of the earth had vanished, and 
the fields lay bare and brown the next day, be- 
neath a clear sky and a warm sun. It was a beau- 
tiful morning, and unseen influences were busy 
in the trees that stretched their arms silently to 
the gentle breeze, and in the very sods that bask- 
ed in the sunshhie. The leaf was preparing to 
put forth, the green blade to sprout, and the pulses 
of man beat lightly and happily under the spell 
of the season. Henry felt the soft west wind on 
his cheek, and heard the first notes of the spring 
birds. As soon as the sun rode high in the hea- 
vens, he went to summon Mary from her toils, to 
walk with him as far as the Great Oakj a spot 
which she loved, because it commanded a wide 
and beautiful prospect, and which was dear to 
him, because she loved it, and because it was al- 
ways the end of their first walk in spring. Mary 
hesitated, for she feared the dampness of the 
ground ; but Henry had gone with a younger 
brother all the way up to the Great Oak on pur- 
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pose, and assured her the path was dry. She 
stood at the door, and as she looked up at the clear 
and beautiful sky, around on the landscape, and 
agam on the pleading face of her bUnd brother, 
she could not find in her heart to say, ' No.' They 
went out together, and Mary was glad she had 
gone. Her own heart seemed to expand with 
quiet happiness as she walked. What invalid is 
not happy in breathing the open air for the first 
time, after tedious months of confinement, and 
feels not as if the simplest act of existence were 
in itself a luxury? Henry went leaping by her 
side with short and joyous bounds, pouring forth 
the exuberance of his spirits in the songs she had 
taught him, asking a thousand questions, and 
sometimes stopping to listen when the sound of 
a sheep-bell, the note of a bird, or the murmur of 
a distant voice, struck on his quick ear. When the 
way was rough, he walked closer to her side, 
holding her hand tightly, and seeming as if made 
happier by the pensive smiles on that pale face he 
could not see. He asked her sometimes if the 
walk was making her cheeks red, for then he 
knew that his father would say she was well ; and 
sometimes he furnished her with food for reflec- 
tion, as she wondered what ideas were conveyed 
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to his mind by the terms he had learned to use in 
gpeaking of visible objects. At last they came to 
the Great Oak ; and as they sat resting together 
on a rock under its leafless branches, the gaiety of 
the blind boy subsided, and he caught something 
of the same sedate happiness which pervaded the 
spurit of Mary. They talked together for a long 
time, and at last sunk into silence. Henry sat 
musing, and Mary involuntarily gazed upon the 
varying expressions that passed over his sight- 
less, but eloquent face, sometimes lighting it al- 
most with a smile, sometimes fading into sadness, 
betraying the changing tenour of his thoughte, 
which flowed on, guided only by the mysterious 
laws of association, and unchecked by the move- 
ments of outward objects. At last he asked, with 
a mournful tone — 

* Mary, do you think it would be a hard thing if 
I were to die young V 

Mary shrunk from a question which seemed so 
natural for one in his situation ; because she did 
not imagine that such thoughts had ever entefed 
the mind of the gay and laughing boy. She was 
startled, too, at the coincidence between their re- 
flections; it was as if she had looked into his 
mind, and found it a mirror of her own. But she 
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asked Heiiry quietly, if he were weary of the life 
Grod had given hun. 

*0h ! no j' returned the blind boy, 'but it would 
not frighten me, or make me unhappy, Mary, if I 
knew that I were going to die. I know I must be 
a burden all my life to my parents, and I can be 
of little use to any one — even to you ! I thinb— I 
know not why— it was not meant I should stay 
here long. God will soon see whether I am pa- 
tient, amiable, and pious ; he will take me away 
when I have been sufficiently tried.' 

Mary made no answer. She, too, had mo- 
ments when the conviction that her life was not 
to be a long one, came upon her most powerfully ; 
and to her, too, it brought that same gentle, me- 
lancholy satisfaction which seemed stealing over 
the mind of her blind brother. He had once asked 
her, when a very little boy, if she thought he 
should see in heaven ; and the question had made 
her shed many tears. She wept now, while she 
listened to his plaintive voice, and heard him talk 
with humble piety of his willingness to die in the 
first blossoming of youth; yet her tears were not 
tears of bitterness, for she saw that the frame of 
mind in which he spoke was one calculated to 
make him happy, living or dying. 

n* 
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She t(M him so at last; and strove to strengUi^ 
in his mind that feeling which disarms all vexa- 
tion and sorrow— a perfect confidence that there 
is a secret good in every event that befalls iul: 
Her own spirit was so deeply imbued with thist 
conviction, that it gave the colouring to her whole 
character ; it was the idea which occurred to hor 
habitually and incessantly ; it was the secret of 
that peace of mind which neitlier trouble, pover- 
ty, nor sickness, could ruffle. She taught him h^ 
to exercise his mind in trying to discover the good 
shrouded in seeming evil ; and how, when the 
justice and mercy of any event were past finding 
out, to give up the search in undoubting confi- 
dence that all was right, suffering not his soul to 
be disquieted. 

The youthful pair rose at last to return home, 
in the holiest and happiest temper. Their hearts 
were filled with devotion, and with love for all 
God's creation, and the pure and beautiful in- 
stinct of fraternal love had received an impulse 
firom a conversation which they felt had made 
them both wiser and better. The influence of com- 
munion on holy topics is happy and salutary, and 
the glow of renewed confidence and esteem which 
succeeds such intercourse between kindred spi- 
rits is delightftil. 
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Mary was still an invalid, and soon felt thai 
she had made more exertion than she ought to 
have done. She paused a moment at the foQ]t of 
the hill, because there were two ways which: 
led home. They had come by a circuitous 
path, leading through pleasant fields and lanes ^ 
and the road by which they now proposed to re- 
turn, would conduct them across the mill-brook, 
straight to the village. She was weak and faint, 
and they took the shortest way. Silently they 
walked on till they had almost leached a small 
rising ground which lay between them and the 
mill-stream, when Henry suddenly exclaimed, 
" Sister Mary, where are we ? I hear the water 
running I" Mary listened a moment, with a sur- 
prised and anxious countenance, and quickened 
her pace as they ascended the hill. As soon as 
they came in sight of the stream, she stopped, 
astonished and almost terrified. The heavy rain 
of the previous day, and the melting of the snow 
among the hills, had swollen the mill-brook into ft 
deep and rapid stream, and it now rushed by them 
with the sound ,of many waters, bearing on its 
turbid bosom marks of the devastation it had al- 
ready wrought in its course. The young bh:che» 
and alders that had shaded its green banks the 
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preceding summer, torn up by the roots, were 
whirled along with the current ; and, amid the 
white foam, Mary descried the wet, black planks 
and beams, which told the destruction of an old 
mill of her father's, higher up the stream. The 
bridge,^ and the new mill just below it, were yet 
standing, but the waters rose furiously against 
them, and both shook and tottered. Sounds came 
up every moment- amid the tumult which told 
that something unseen had given way ; and Mary 
looked around in vain for help or counsel. There 
was not a human being in sight. She did not try 
to conceal frcwn Henry their situation ; and though 
the hand she held did not tremble with the natu- 
ral fear of one so young and helpless, she saw by 
his countenance that he was awed. A short but 
fervent prayer was in her mind. There was no 
time to be lost. She grew weaker every moment; 
and summoning up all her strength for one effort, 
with a qmckj firm step, looking neither to the 
ri^ht nor left, she hastened upon the bridge, lead- 
ing her blind brother. They had already half 
crossed it, when Henry, bewildered by the noise 
and shaking under his feet, shrunk back involun- 
tarily. Mary flung one arm around him, and 
feebly strove to drag him forward, when, with 
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tremendous crash, the main supporters of the 
bridge gave way under them, and, in an instant, 
they were precipitated amid its wrecks into the 
raging waters. 

There were those who beheld this spectacle, 
and a wild cry of agony arose amid the din 
of destruction, but it came not from the lips of the 
strugglmg euflferers. William Halleck had come 
forth to look for his children, and warn them of 
the freshet. Just as he reached the top of the 
rising ground, opposite the one they had de- 
scended, he beheld them with horror attempting 
to cross the tottering bridge. It was but for a 
moment ; as he sprang forward at the sight, a 
fearful sound broke on his ear, and in another mo- 
ment they were snatched from his gaze. 

There was a short interval of confusion, shouts, 
and cries. Friends and neighbours came running 
over the hiU to the scene of destruction, and there 
were pale, dismayed faces, hasty suggestions, and 
wild efforts to discover and save the drowning vic- 
tuns ; but all in vain. Suddenly the fr-antic father 
descried his Henry sitting, apparently in security, 
upon some of the wrecks of the bridge, which had 
become jammed together, and were arrested in their 
progress near the mill. At the same moment the 
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whole group caught sight of Mary, carried alive 
and struggling over the miUdam. With one im- 
pulse they rushed down the banks and round the 
mill to her rescue. ITie father followed his neigh- 
bours with hurried steps and trembling knees, cast- 
ing a single glance to ascertain that Henry was 
indeed safe, and calling to him, as he passed, not 
to stir till his return. Henry seemed not to hear. 
He sat motionless, and crouching down in the 
extremity of his terror, uttering quick, low 
shrieks. They were lost in the tumult, and he 
was left alone. 

The father came down to the flat rocks below 
the mill, just as the bruised, dripping, and lifeless 
body of his daughter was drawn out of the water. 
.With sad countenances and silent lips, her two 
elder brothers laid the pale corpse— for such it 
was — on a board^ and carried it hastily up to the 
village with a vain hope of resuscitation. The fa- 
ther followed it a few moments anxiously j and 
then, suddenly recollecting his helpless blind boy, 
he went with one or two neighbours to bring him 
to his desolate home. 

Henry was where he had left him, bowed down, 
silent, motionless. The father's look grew fixed 
a^.d earnest as he drew nigh. He strode hastily 
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over the heaps of timber and ruin, stooped to lift 
his child, and uttered a cry of horror. The lower 
limbs of the poor blind boy were wedged fast be- 
tween two heavy beams of the demolished bridge, 
and he had famted with excess of agony. Wild 
and almost superhmnan were the efforts with 
which the father strove to relieve his child from 
a situation so horrible; but it was not till his 
friends came with axe and hatchet, with calmer 
heads and steadier hands, to his assistance, that 
the sufferer was extricated. 

It was a night of grief and agony beneath the 
roof of William HaUeck. The remains of the 
fair, gentle, and pious Mary lay stretched on her 
own little bed in one room, and, in the next, fa- 
ther, mother, brothers, and sisters, hung weeping 
around the couch of the suffering Henry. Acute, 
indeed, were the pains with which it pleased God 
to visit the youthful saint ; and sain^-like, indeed, 
was the resignation with which those pains were 
borne. But about midnight his agonies were sud- 
denly calmed, and hope fluttered for a moment 
in the heavy hearts of those who loved him. It 
was but for a moment. The physician announced 
that the process of mortification had begun, and 
death was drawing nigh. All at once the voice 



132 THE BLIND BOY. 

of the bliud boy was heard, calling his mother in 
a faint but cahn voice. She came to his bedside^ 
and he took hold of her hand. Then he asked 
for his father, brothers^ and sisters. They al 
came. He touched each, and said, " Mary is not 
here." 

No one spoke, but he felt his mother's hand 
quiver in his. 

" Mary is drowned," said he ; " God has taken 
her to be an angel. Do not sob, mother, because 
she and I are to be so much happier than we ever 
could' be on earth. Let me tell you of what Mary 
and I were talking this very morning, and you will 
all see that God has kindly called us away at the 
very time when we were most willing, perhaps 
most fit to die." 

Then he told 111 em briefly all that had passed 
that day, and^ after a moment's pause, added : — 

** Father and mother! I thank God for takmg 
nie away so young ; and so too did Mary. You 
will be sared much trouble, much care ; and we 
tthall liiid no temptation, no sin, where we are 
gf)iiig. Mar/ will uevtT suffer pain and sickness 
again : atit! T, ilic povT bhnd boy, that never saw 
even your dear face, mother, I shall behold God. 
My eyes will be opened, and I shall go from a 
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world of darkness into a world of light. Promise 
. me, all of you, that you will not sit down and 
mourn for me when I am dead, but will observe 
how wise and good it was that Mary and I should 
both die young. 1 have been a happy boy. God 
gave you a sick child and a blmd one to try your 
patience and virtue, and you have borne the trial 
well. You have been very kind to us both ; you 
never said a harsh thing to your blind boy. We 
have just lived long enough to try your submis- 
sion, but not long enough to be a heavy burden all 
your lives to you ; and now God has taken us 
away, just as we could have wished, together, and 
at the best of times to die — ^the best for you, the 
best for us. Sometimes it is hard to see why 
things should be as they are ; but thi^ is an easy 
matter to understand. I am sure it is right, and 
I am happy !" 

Henry Halleck never spoke again ; but his last 
words had breathed comfort into the hearts of his 
parents, which dwelt there enduringly with his 
memory. 

He lingered till morning. The first red beam 
oi that sun he had never seen, fell on his pale fea- 
tures and sightless eyes. He felt his mother 
drawing open the curtain of the little window at 
12 
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his bedside that she might behold his face more 
piainly. With a faint smile on his lips, he turned 
towards her ; it became fixed, and, with a short 
spasm, his innocent spirit passed suddenly and 
peacefully into the world he had panted to know. 

Death had at last came under the roof of Vil- 
liam Halleck, and summoned the young, fair, and 
good 5 but he had come in visible kindness. 

When the dispensation is dark, dreadful, and 
m3rsterious, latent good is still there 5 and the true 
Christian seeks for it-HEuld if he finds it not, still 
adores without doubting. 



THE ACADEMIC GROVE. 

BY MRS. SIGOURNEY. 



Aail. hallowed Grove ! where Attic genius, fired, 
To Immortality's bright wreath aspired f 
Fair t^aples, hedl ! beneath Whose solemn shade 
The aBidng babe, Philosophy, was laid, 
LuU^ by the classic formtain's tuneful chimej 
fo lingering dreams, unearthly, and divine. 

' B&H ifteals thy voice in murmurs deep and cleai^ 
Ethereal PlatQ ! o'er the listening ear ; 
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As when, amid yon garden's sacred bound, 
Thy loved disciples sought its magic sound. 
Oft their pure cheeks the rushing tear oorafessed. 
As rose thy martyred master from lus rest, 
Once more amid thy glowing strains to Eve 
Such life as gratitude and thou couldst give.. 
Oft did his shadowy semblance greet their eyes^ 
In self-distrusting virtue nobly wise, 
While fickle Athens, iqpfurning at his creed. 
Filled the dire hemlock-cup — ^then, shuddering, mourned 
her deed. 

Lo I found yon tombs what stately spectres glide^ 
While Fancy sweeps the mists of Time aside. 
The boastful Soph^ with Wa ynldered gaze^ 
iKNst in his own interminable maze ; 
The Stoic band, who rend in proud disdain. 
The crown from Pleasure, and the scourge ftom Pain} 
The Sceptic, doubtful of his trembling breath. 
The churUsh Cynic, frowning even in death-— 
All, all, from drear Oblivion's reahn return. 
And throng their leader's venerated urn. 

Fair Trees ! beneath whose gracefiil shadows rose 
Majestic Wisdom in serene repose-^ 
Tell how the storm of Rome's unsparing wrath, 
Reft your srreen honours in its awful «»♦> 
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And sternly twined in war's unpitying toil 
Your arms unfifial 'gainst your native soiL^ 

Rise, humbled Athens ! from thy lot severe ; 
With dauntless breast confront the Moslem spear } 
In martial ranks thy princely sons array ; 
Snatch Victory's palm, as on Platiea's day ; 
Bid o'er the Acropolis new lustre gleam, 
And with fond tears le^tofe the grove of Acadeeme. 
Hartford, June, 1828, 



DEATH. 

As represented in a beautiful Antique. 

BT H. PICKERING. 



O Death ! so long the cause of aU our tean, 
Art thou, in truth, thus beautiftil and fidrt— 
Then let me haste to that pale region, where 
The myriad sons ci men of other yean 

Have laid them down. If such thou art, our &ars 
Are vain, and sweet it were with thee to share 
The grave's repose. But why that pensive air, 
When youth eternal on thy brow appears? — 

*?ylla employed the beautiful trees from the Academia 
Grove, to construct machines with which to batter and destroy 
the city of Athens, when besieged by him, eightv-savep 
years B C 
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W^si nothing else seems mortal in tiiy mien. 
Di thee, methinks, the beauteous type I see 
Of that bright being man himself shall be, 

When from a sleep asl)reathi0pNiii8 serene 
He wakes — save that upon fa!s nbdiant &oe 
Languor and sorrow then shall leave no trace. 



THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS. 

BY EMMA C. EMBURY. 



The king was in his tent,^ 

And his lofty heart b^t High, 
As he gazed on the city's battered walls 

With proud and flashing eye ; 
But darker grew Ins brow, and stem, 

As slowly onward came 
The chiefs who long had dared to spurn 

The terror of his name. 

With calm and changeless cheek, 
Before the king they stood, 
For their native soil to oflfer up 
The sacrifice of blood, 
like felons were they meanly clad, 
But the lightning of their lo<»:, 
12* 
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The marble stenmeflii of tMr brow, 
E'en the monaich could not lurook. 

With angry Toioe he eried, 

^HaBtel bear them off to death! 
Let the trumpet's joyous shout be blent 

With the traitor's parting breath !' 
Then silentlj^ey turned away, 

Nor word nor sound awoke, 
Till, from the monarch's haughty train, 

The voice , of horror broke. 

And, hark ! a step draws near — 
Not like the heavy clang . 
Of the warrior's tread-^and throu^ the guaxdi 
A female Jfigure sprang; 
'Aboon! a boon! my noble kkig! 

If still thy h^art can feel 
The love Philippa once could claim, 
Look on me while I kneel. 

*'Tis for thyself I pray; 
Let not the darkening cloud 
Of base-bom cruelty arise. 
Thy glory to ensbsoud. 
Nay , nay — ^I will not rise ; 
For never mote thy wife 
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VV1H hail tiiee vict<Mr, tiH thy iod 
Can conquer passion'a atriftt 

*Tum not away, nty king f 
Look not in anger down ! 
Pye liyed so kmg upon iAiy muie, 

I cannot bear thy fiown. 
Oh I doom me no«^ dear l<nd, to IM 

The pang all panga above^ 
To see tiie fight I wondi^ fade, 

And bhish, because I love. 

'Think how, forthee^ I hud 

My woman's fears aside^ 
And dared, where chaigmg sqnadran met, 

With dauntless fimit to ride.* 
lliink how, in all the matdilessitiwigti^ 

Of w<»Dan's]oTe^ I sptetA 
Thy banner^ till they proudly Wttfed 

In victory &etmj head. 



< Thou saidst that I deserved 
To share thy glorious crown $ 
Oh! force me not to turn awiqr 
In shame from thy renown. 

* At the batde of Neville'* Cross, in which the 
defeated, and the king taken prisoner. Vide Hnma. 
5 
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My Edward ! thou wert wont to bear 

A kind and gentle heart i 
Then hsten to Philippa's prayer, 

And let these men depart.' 

Oh I what is all the pride 

Of man's oft boasted power, 
Compared with those sweet dreams that wake 

In love's triumphant hour I 
Slowly, the haughty king unbent 

Bh stem and vengeful brqiw, ; 
And the look he turned upon her face 

Was iull of fondness now. 

Ne'er yet was woman slow 
To read in telltale eyes, 
^uch thoughts as these— a moment more 
And on hi» breast she Kes. 
Then, while her slender form still clung 

To his supporting arm, 
He cried, * Sweet, be it as thou wilt, 
They shall not meet with harm !* 

Then from the patriot band. 
Arose qtie thrilling cry i 
And tears rained down the iron cheek, . 
That turned unblenchcd to die. 
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*Now, we indeed are davei^* they cried ; 

* Now Ytin cyar wariike axto— 
Edwaid has won our ahatteied w«H% 

PhiHppa wins our hearts.* 



YOUTHFUL FANCIEa 

BT LOUISA ». SMITtt. 



Oh ! youth's gay dreams are wilchiiig thm|^ 

AAd fidser sdll than &ir ; 
Fragile harps <^a thousand striogi^ 

Sounds of the snnuner air; 

What are they Hke to 1 ThesongoftlMi 

In summer 01% known I 
The Toioe of muaic^ a meetini^ woid^ 

Things faright and quk^ fl s wft i 

The fiiiewell heams <rf'the setting 00% 

So heautiftd in partingi 
The feeling woke by a song just dmM^ 

Light through waters darting— 

The rainbow in June; the rising moon; 
The buds of infiint qpring — 
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Oh! youth's gay dieama are witching thingiB^ 
That fly on a ohainless wing. 



THE ITALIAN BOULEVARD. 



There is no .other place where human life 
wears such an aspect of gaiety^ as in Paris. 
Every thing is here arranged for amusement and 
pleasure, and, to a stranger, the streets, prome- 
nades, and public gardens, have always the ap- 
pearance of di.fete clay. The lively countenances 
of the multitude, the air of sentiment and satis- 
faction which pervades every face, and, above all, 
the great numbers of graceful and weU dressed 
females abroad, unite to impress the new comer 
with the idea that he is among a people excited 
by some great occasion. But on the morrow the 
same scene returns ; and again and again, for 
weeks and months, he finds himself drawn into 
the gay tid^ moving, mingling, and sympathizing 
with it. 

An American usually goes to Paris, after having 
recently left London, and he therefore sees the 
former place to great adv?<ntage. Nothing can be 
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moire unlike than^hese two great capitals. Lon- 
don, is dark and dirty, canopied with fogs, and 
swimming in mud. The streets are choked with 
a mass of carts and coaches, lords and porters, 
ladies and loungers— all crowding and hurrying 
along as if they were engaged in a race, and lile 
and death were on the issue. 

In Pans it is difi^rent Instead of poring along 
ihe dirty and narrow streets, the people seek the 
Boulevards, the gardens, or other promenades, 
and even in those parts where business draws to- 
gether a crowd of people, the characteristic order 
and politeness of the French are distinctly vi- 
sible. 

' Nothing can better mark the difference of man- 
iiers in the two places, than some particular com- 
parisons. In entering a theatre in London, the 
crowd ruphes and crushes in by main strength, 
and he who is strongest is the best fellow. In 
Paris, the people form in a procession, and enter 
with the utmost decorum. 

In the fashionable walks as great a contrast 
is exhibited. The crowds who promenade the 
.parks and gardens of London, for the sake of re- 
newing each other with more success, form into 
two linesj, and pass in opposite directions, as if it 



144 TUB ITiXIAN BOULXVARD. 

was aU an afl^r of tnisiness and parade, tobe des* 
patched in a given time, and therefore requiring 
great syatcto and effort. In Paris, on the contra* 
ry, at the gardes of the Tuflleriesor &e Lozem* 
Umtgi at the Champs Elysee, or the Boulevard 
nalien, the people are seen engaged*hi a thoorand 
different ways. Some are walking, some saim* 
taQri&g-4nany are sitting on benches, oGaers are 
i»ii»ng beneath the grove»--one is pondering tiie 
glassy surfoceof a fountam, another Is gazing on 
a group of statuary. Here an old man is looking 
with a ddighted face upon a family of rompmg 
diOdren, attended by their nurse— there a s^ti- 
mental youth is filling the ear of a duenne with 
idle complhnents, that he may now and then steal 
some significant speeches into the ear of her 
beautiM protegi, 

Hiis contrast might be extended, but we must 
close it with the observation, that a stranger hi 
England sees the worst part of the English, and 
in France the best part of the French character, 
fo one country, he finds himself an outlaw, sus- 
pected and repelled, prejudged and sentenced, as a 
being who has some design upon the purse or pri- 
vileges of every man he meeits. In the other, he 
18 received with respect and kindness. Out of 
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doors, a Loncloner is systemaiieally arrogant and 
repulsive. Liberality and hospitality he leaves at 
home ; and there they may be found in their best 
sense. A Parisian has no home. He hves abroad, 
and makes every lounging place> the street, field, 
garden, and Boulevard, his drawing room, where 
he demeans himself with constant courtesy. 

Among the various promenades, there is none 
more attractive than the Italian Boulevard. It is 
a broad street, with magnificent houses on either 
side, principally occupied as c(tfes. It is near the 
Chaussee D'Antin, the residence of the higher 
classes in Paris, and is a favourite resort of the 
gay part of the fashionable loungers. In the even- 
ing,it is lighted ivith a multitude of lamps, and 
nothing can exceed the brilliancy of the scene. 
Thoiosands of people are sitting in front of the 
cafes^ where they are served with lemonade, ice- 
creams, «nd cordials, while other thousands are 
flowing to and fro, presenting a gay and mazy 
spectacle, perpetually changing and arranging 
like the forms and figures of a kaleidoscope. 

To a mind yet alive to new impressions, and 
pleased with variety, this scene is scarcely less 
than enchanting. But it was my fortune to wit- 
ness a painful instance of a contrary effect, 
1.3 
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While I was in Paris, a young Englishman, by 
the name of Moore, took lodgings at the hotel 
where I was staying. He was a singularly haild- 
some man, about twenty-eight, and, on acquaint^ 
ance, I found him in a high degree intelligent and 
accomplished. It afterwards came to my know- 
ledge, that he was a man of fomily and some for- 
tune, and had spent his life hitherto in a career of 
deep devotion to dissipation. Tired of London, 
palled with its pleasures, restless and anxious fot 
something to excite his cloyed sensibilities, he 
came to the great capital of luxury and enjoys 
ment. 

He had been sometime in Paris, when I hap« 
pened one evening to see him leaning, with a do*- 
jected air, against one of the tre^, which line thd 
walks of the Italian Boulevard. The light of the 
lamps shone strongly aroimd, and displayed th6 
brilliant tide of gay beingi^ passing as usual along 
the pavement There was a mixtuiie of bitterness 
and melancholy in the face of Moore, that made 
me hesitate to speak to him. When I did so, he 
started, and with evident effort put aside the looks 
which had attracted my attention. 

We retiumed together to our hotel, the Con- 
versation turning upon the fact, which to me ap- 
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peared singular, that suicide should be common 
among so cheerful a people as the French. Moore 
insisted that there was nothing remarkable in it 
* They live,' said he, * for enjoyment; and life is 
no longer worth having, when it ceases to afford 
it. In a place like Paris, where the cup of plea- 
sure is freely oflfered, and no restraint is put upon 
him to whose lip it is given, it is soon exhausted. 
I can hardly think him inconsistent who dashe . 
that cup to pieces, whi^ it can only remind him 
that he is the poorest of beggars. The only thing 
I am surprised at, is, that the Parisians should 
<choose drowning as the most eligible method oi 
putting an end to existence. I believe that suffo- 
cation by charcoal would be a less painful method 
of terminating life.' 

We now arrived at our hotel, and parted. In 
the morning, Moore's servant found his door 
lock^ and no one answered to his calL He en- 
tered by force, and discovered that his master 
was dead. He lay in his bed, and had the calm 
look of sleep. A pan of charcoal was standing in 
the room, and explained the death of the unfortu- 
nate stranger. A brief note was fotmd on his 
writing table, adcbressed to the keeper of the ho- 
tel, giving certain directions respecting his eflfectSi 
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and adding, as a thing in which no one conid 
have much interest, that weariness of life had led 
him to put an end to his existence 



DREAMS OF BOYHOOD. 

BT MRS. A. M. WELLS. 



Yon moss-grown cot — ^I gaze on it. 

Yon cot, the green hill-sicle below; 

And as I gaze, I feel the tears 

Mine aching eyes o'erflow — 

It looks so as it used to look, 

When in the ivied porch we sat, 

My grandam, she a reverend dame^ 

And J, a boy unknown to fame ; — 

But what recked I of that, 

When just to sit^beside her knee 

Was happiness enough for me t 

To sit and listen, whfle she told 

The wonderous tales of ancient time — 

Of love-crossed maiden, heio slain. 

Legend and stately rhyme — 

How my young blood would warm to heai- 

The feats that noble warrior did I 
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Inez, and EUen, suntsfimded by the encroaching 
flames, at the mame^ wlien the Trapper, '^ ap- 
proached the opposite margin of the grass, which 
still environed them in a tall and dangerous cir- 
cle, and selecting a handful of the driest of the 
herbage, he placed it over the pan of his rifle. 
The light combustible kindled at the flash. Then 
he placed the little flame into a bed of the stand- 
ing log, and withdrawing from the spot to the 
centre of the ring, he patiently awaited the re- 
sult. 

" "hie subtle element seized with avidity upon 
its new fuel, and hi a moment forked flames were 
gliding among the grass, as the tongues of ru- 
minating animals are seen rolling among their 
food, apparently in quest of its sweetest portions. 

"< Now,' said the old man, holding up a finger, 
and laughuig m his peculiaily silent manner, 'you 
shall see fire fight fire !" 

The force and m^t of the picture will be best 
understood by reading the sixth chapter of the 
second volume of the Tfiork referred to. 



TO A DAUGHTER 

OP THE LATE GOVERNOR CLINTON 

BT J. B. VAN 6CHA1CK. 



And thoQ, fiiir flower of hopel 
Like a sweet violet, delicate and firail, 
Hast leaied thy tender stem breath an oak, 
Whose noble limbs o'ershadowed thee. The damp 
Cold dews of the mihealthy world fell not 
On thee; the gaudy sunshine (^ its pomp 
Came tempered to thine eye in milder beams. 
The train of life's ineritable ills 
Fell like the April rain upon the flowers^ 
But thou wert shielded — ^no rude pelting storms 
Came down unbroken by thy sheltering tree. 

Fallen is the oak, 
The monarch of a forest sleeps. Around, 
The withered ivy and the broken branch, 
Are silent evidence of greatness past, 
And his sweet, cherished violet, has drunk 
The bitter dews until its cup was full 
And now strange trees wave o'er it, and the shade 
Of weepng-willows and down-swaying boughs 
Stretch toward it with mdancholy sorrow — 
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All sympathizing with the drooping flower. 
And years shall pass ere living trees forget 
Thai stately oalQ and what a feme he shed 
O'er all the forest^ and how each was proud 
That he could call himself a kindred thing. 

Long may the heauty of that violet 
Grow in the soil of hearts ; till, delicate. 
Yet ripened into summer lovehness, 
A thousand striving branches all shall cast 
Their firiendly shadows in protecticm there ! 



JOSHUA 

COMMANDING THE SUN AND MOON TO 
STAND STILL. 

BY J. B. VAN 8CHAICK. 



The day rose clear on Gibebn. Her high towers 
Flashed the jred sunbeams gloriously back, 
And the vdnd-driven banners, and the steel 
Of her ten thousand spears, caught dazzlingly 
The sun, and on the fortresses of rock 
Played a soft glow, that as a mockery seemed 
To the stem men who girded by its light 
Beth-horbn in the distance i4ept, and breath 
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Was pleaauit in the vale of Ajafen, 

Where anned heela trod caidessly the sweel 

Wildspicefl^ and the trees of gum were ahook 

By the rude armour on thdr branches hung. 

Suddenly in thecamp^ without the walla^ 

Rose a deep murmur, and the men g( war 

Gathered around their kings, and * Joshua ! 

From Gilgal, Joshua !' was whispered low, 

As with a secret fisar, and than, at once^ 

With the abruptness c^a dream, he stood 

Upon the rock befiire them. Calmly then 

Raised he his helm, and with his temj^ bare 

And hands uplifled to the sky, he prayed ; — 

* God of this people, hear! and let the sun 

Stand upon Gibeon, still ; and let the moon 

Rest in the vale of Ajalon !' He ceased — 

And lo ! the moon sits motionless, and earth 

Stands on her axis indolent The sun 

Pours the unmoving column of his rays 

In undiminished heat ; the hours stand still ; 

The shade hath stopped upon the dial's &ce ; 

The clouds and vapours that at night are wont 

To gatiier and enshroud the lower earth, 

Are struggling with strange ray% breakmg them t^ 

Scattering the misty phalanx like a wand. 

Glancing o'er mountain t<^ and shining down, 

In broken masses on the astonished [dains. 

The fevered cattle group in wondering herds; 
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The weary lords go to their leafy nests, 

But find no darkness there, and wander forth 

On feeUc^ fluttering wing, to find a rest ; 

The parched, baked earth, undamped by usual dew8| 

Has gaped and cracked, and heat, dry, mid-day heat, 

Ccones like a drunkard's breath upon the heart 

On with thy armies, Joshua ! The Lord 
God of Sabbaoth is the avenger now ! 
His Toice is in the thunder, and his wrath 
Poureth the beams of the retarded sun. 
With the keen strength of arrows, on theur sight. 
The unwearied sun rides in the zenith sky ; 
Nature, obedient to her Maker's voice, 
Stops in ^11 course all her mysterious wheels. 
On ! till avenging swords have drunk the blood 
Of all Jehovah's enemies, and till 
Thy banners in returning triumph wave ; 
Then yonder orb shall set mid golden clouds, 
And, while a dewy rain Ms soft on earth, 
Show in the heavens the glorious bow of God, 
Shining, the rainbow banner of the skies. 
14 
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THE SEABffiD'S TALE. 

BY S. O. GOODRICH. 



Fas, far o'er the waves is my island throne, 
Where the seagull roams and reigns alone ; 
Where nought is seen but the beetling rock, 
And nothing is heard but the ocean shock, 
And the scream of birds when the storm is nigh, 
And the crash of the wreck, and the fearful cry 
Of drowning men in * thdr agony.' 

I love to sit, when the waters sleep. 
And ponder the depths of the glassy deep, 
Till I dream that I float on a corse at sea. 
And sing of the feast that is made for me. 
I love on the rush of the storm to sail. 
And mingle my scream with the hoarser gale. 

When the sky is dork, and the billow high. 

And the tempest sweeps m terror by, 

I love to ride on the maddening blast. 

And flap my wing o'er the fated mast, 

And sing to the crew a song of fear. 

Of the reef and the surge that await them here. 
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When the storm is done, and the feast is o'er, 

I love to sit on the rocky shore. 

And tell in the ear of the dying breeze, 

The tales that are hushed in the sullen sea»— 

Of the ship that sank in the r^fy sui^ 

And left her fete to the seabird's dirge — 

Of the lover that sailed to meet his bride, 

And his story left to the secret tide— 

Of the fether that vrent on the trustless main, 

And never was met by his child again— 

And the hidden things which the waves conceal, 

And the seabird's song can alone reveal. 

I tell of the ship that hath found a grave — 

Her spars still float on the restless wave. 

But down in the halls of the sullen deep. 

The forms of the brave and the beautiful sleep. 

I saw the storm as it gathered fast, 

I heard the roar of the coming blast, 

I marked the ship in her fearful strife, 

As she flew on the tide * like a thing of life.' 

But the whirlwind came and her masts were wrung 

Away, and away on the waters flung ; 

I sat on the gale o'er the sea-swept deck, 

And screamed in delight o'er the coming wreck— 

I flew to the reef with a heart of glee, 

And wiled the ship to her destiny. 
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On the hidden rocks like a hawk she nuhe^ 
And the sea through her riven timhen gushed-^ 
On the whirling surge the wreck was flung^ 
And bud on the gale wild voices rung. 
I gazed on the scen^-I saw despair 
On the pallid brows of a youthful pair; 
The maiden drooped like a gentle flower 
That is torn away from its native bower — 
Her aims round her lover she vnldly twined, 
' And gazed on the sea with a wildered mind. 
He bent o'er the trembler, and sheltered her Sana 
From the plash of the sea and the sweep<^ the 
But wo to the lover, and wo to the maid. 
Whose hopes on the treacherous Sea are laSd^ 
For he is a king, whose palaces shine 
In lustre and light down the pearly brine^ 
And he loves to gather in glcnry there, 
The choicest things of the earth and air. 
In his deep saloims with coral crowned, 
Where gems are sparkling above and around, 
He gathers his harem of love and grace^ 
And Beauty he takes to his cold embrace. 
The vnnd and the waves are his messengers tmi^ 
And lost b the wanderer whom they pursue-* 
They sweep the shore^ they plunder the wreek, 
His stores to heap, and his halls to dock. 
Ah ! lady and lover, ye are doomed their pnj-* 
They conv? ! they come ! — ^ye are swept away ! 
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Ye sink in the tide — but it cannot lever 
The fond ones who sleep in its depths forever ! 

Oh ! wild was the storm, and loud was its roar, 
And strange were the sights that I hovered o'er. 
I saw a babe with its mother die, 
I listened to catch its parting sigh, 
And I laughed to see the black billows play 
With the sleeping child in their gambols gay. 
I saw a girl whose arms were white 
As the foam that danced on the bOlows* height, 
And the ripples toyed with her glossy cnrls^ 
And her cheek was kissed by the wanton whirls ; 
But her bosom was dead to hope and fear, 
For she shuddered not as the shark came near. 
I poised my foot on the forehead fair 
Of a lovely boy that fioated ttiere — 
I looked in the eyes of the drowning brave. 
As they upward gazed through the fetel wave — 
I screamed o'er the bubbles that told of death, 
And stooped as the last gave up his breath. 
I flapped my vnngs, for the work was done. 
The storm was hushed, and the golden sun 
Sent his light abroad o'er the lulh'ng seas — 
And I te]i my tale to the whispering breeze^ 
Of the hidden things which the v^ves conceal, 
And the seabird's song can alone reveal 
14* 



THANKSOITINO. 

THANKSGIVING. 

BY MRS. LITTLE. 



It is thanksgiving mom — ^'tis cold and clear : 
The hdls for church ring forth a merry sound } 
The maidens, in their gaudy winter gear, 
Rival the many-tinted vrooda around ; 
The rosy childr^i skip along the ground, 
Save where the matron reins their eager pace^ 
Pointing to him who with a look profound 
Moves with his 'people' toward the sacred place 
Where duly he hestows the manna orumhs of grace. 

Of the deep learning in the schools of yore 

The reverend pastor hath a golden stock : 

Yet, with a vain display of useless lore^ 

Or sapless doctrine, never will he mock 

The hotter cravings of his simple flock ; 

But faithfully their humble shepherd guides 

Where streams eternal gush from Calvary's rock ; 

For well he knows, not learning's purest tides 

Can quench the immortal thirst that in the soul afaidee. 

The anthem swells ; the heart's high thanks are ^yen i 
Then, mildly as the dews on Hermon fal\ 
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Begins the holy mmister of heaven. 

And though not his the burning zeal of Paul, 

Yet a persuasive power is in lus call ; 

So earnest, though so kindly, is his mood, 

So tenderly he longs to save them all, 

No bird more fondly flutters o'er her brood, 

When the dark vulture screams above their native wood. 

" For all his bounties, dearest charge," he cries, 

" Your hearts are the best thanks; no more refiniin t 

Your yielded hearts he a^ in sacrifice. 

Almighty Loyer ! shaltthdu love in vain; 

And vainly woo thy wand'rers home again 1 

How thy soft mercy with the sinner pleads I 

Behold I thy harvest loads the amjde plain ; 

And the same goodness Hves in all thy deeds. 

From the least drop of rain, to those that Jesus bleedsi" 

Much more he spake, vnth growing ardour fired ; 
Oh that my lay were worthy to record 
The moving ek>quenoe his theme inspired ! 
For like a free and copious stream outpour'd 
His love to man and man's indulgent L(»rd. 
All were subdued ; the stoutest, sternest mei^ 
Heart-melted, hung on every {oecious word : 
And as he uttered forUi his full amen, 
A thoiumd mingling spbs le-echood it agaiD 
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Behold that andent house on yonder lawn, 
Close by whose rustic porch an ehn is seen : 
Lo ! now has pest the service of the mom ; 
Ajoyons groopare hastening o^er the green, 
Led by an aged sire of gracious mien, 
Whose gay descendants all are met to hold 
Their glad thanksgiving in that sylvan sc^ie, 
That once enclosed them in one happy fold. 
Ere waves of time and chaiige had o'er them i*olP4 

The hospitable doors are open thrown ; 
The bright wood-fire bums cheerly in the haU 3 
And, gathering in, a busy hum makes known 
The spirit of £ree mirth that moves them aU. 
There, a youth hears a lovely cousin's caD, 
And flies alertly to unclasp the cloak ; 
And she, the while, with merry laugh lets ML 
Upon his awkwardness some lively joke. 
Not pitying the blush her bantering has wok& 

And there the grandam sits, in placid ease^ 
A gentle brightness o'er her features spread : 
Her children's children cluster round her knees, 
Or on her bosom fondly rest their head. 
Oh, happy sight, to see such blossoms shed 
Their sweet young fragrance 0*^ such aged tree I 
How vain to say, that, when riiort youth has fled^ 
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Our dearest of enjoyments cease to be, 

When hoary eld is loved but the more tenderly. 

And there the manly fiurmers scan the lamrB ; 

(Strong is their sense, though plain the garb it wears,) 

Or while their pipes a lulling smoke diffuse, 

They look important from their elbow chairs, 

And gravely ponder on the nation's cares. 

The matrons of the morning sermon speak, 

And each its passing excellence declares ; 

While tears of pious rapture, pure and meek, 

Course in soft beauty down the christian mother's cheek* 

Then, just at one^ the full thanksgiving feast, 
Rich with the bounties of the closing year, 
Is spread ; and, from the greatest to the least, 
All crowd the table, and enjoy the cheer. 
The list of dainties will not now appear ; 
Save one I cannot pass unheeded by. 
One dish, already to the muses dear, 
One dish, that wakens memory's longing sigh, 
^The genuine fiur femed Yankee pumpkin pie. 

Who e'er has seen thee in thy flaky crust 
Display the yeUow richness of thy breast. 
But, as the sight awoke his keenest gust. 
Has own'd thee of all cates the choicest^ best 1 
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Ambrosia were a fool, to thee compared, 

Even by the rosy hands of Hebe drest : 

Thee, pumpkin |ae, by country maids prepared, 

With their whili6 rounded arms above the elbew bared. 

Now to the kitchen come a vagrant train, 
The plenteous fragments of the feast to share. 
The old lame fidler wakes a merry strain. 
For his mull*d cider and his pleasant &re, — 
Reclining in that ancient wicker chair. 
A vet'ran soldier he, of those proud times 
When first our freed<»n's banner kiss'd the air s 
ffis battles oft he ongs in untaught rhymes^ 
When wakening memory his aged heart subMmes. 

But who is this, whose scarlet cloak has known 
Full oft the pelting of the winter storm? » 

Through its fringed hood a strong wild &oe is shows, — 
Tall, gaunt, and bent with years, the beldam's f<nm ;— 
'There's none of all these youth with vigour warm, 
Who dare by slightest word her anger stir. 
So dark the frown that does her &ce deform, 
That half the frighted villagers aver 
The very de'il himself incarnate is in her. 

Yet now the sybil wears her mildest mood ; 
And round her see the anxious silent band. 
Falls from her straggling locks the antique hood, 
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As close she peers in that fidr maiden's hand, 
Who scarce the struggles in her heart can stand ; — 
Afiection's strength has made her natm'e weak ; 
She of her lovely looks hath lost command ; 
The flecker'd red and white within her chielC-^ 
Oh, all her love it doth most eloquently speak ! 

Thy doting Mth, fond maid, may envied be, 

And half excused the superstitious art 

Now, when the sybil's mystic words to thee 

The happier fortune's of thy love impart, 

7*hrilling thy soul in its most vital part, 

How does the throb of inward ecstasy 

Send the luxuriant blushes from thy heart 

All o'er thy varying cheek, like some clear sea 

WtiPie'tiie red morning-glow falls full but tremblingly I 

'II0 evening; and the rural ball begins: 

The fidry call of music all obey j 

The drcles roimd domestic hearths grow thin ; 

All, at the joy M signal hie avray 

To yonder hail vnth lights and garlands gayi 

There, vnth elastic step, young belles are seen 

Entering, all conscious of their coming sway : 

Not oft their fimiiMiunderrate^ I ween, 

1%e spoils andgMeg of this festal scene. 

New-England's daughters need not envy those 
Whirtn a monarch's court their jewels wean 
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More lovely Hhey^ when but a simple rose 
Glows through the golden clusters of their hair. 
Could light of diamonds make her look more fiur. 
Who moves in beauty through the mazy dance^ 
With buoyant feet that seem to skim the air, 
And eyes that ^peak, m each impassioned glance, 
The poetiy of youth, love's sweet and short romance? 

He thinks not so^ that young enamour'd boy 

Who through the dance her graceful steps doth guides 

While his heart swells with the deep pulse of joy. 

Oh, no ; by nature taught, unlearnt in pride, 

He sees her in her loveliness arfty'd, 

All blushing for the love she cannot hide j 

And feels that gaudy art could only shade 

The brightness nature gave to his unrivall'd maid. 

Gay bands, move on ; your draught of pleasuro quaff; 

I love to listen to your joyous din ; 

The lad's light joke, the maiden's mellow laugh- 

And the brisk music of the violin. 

How btithe to see the sprightly dance begin ! 

Entwining hands, they seem to float ak>ng, 

With native rustic grace that well might win 

The happiest praises of a sweeter song. 

From a mofe gifted lyre than doth to'me belong. 

Wliile these enjoy thj mirth that suits their yeara^ 
Round their home-fires their peaceful elders meet 
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A gentler mirth their friendly converse cheers ; 
And yet, though cahn thek pleasures) they are sweet 
Through the cold shadows of the autumn day 
Oft breaks the sunshine with as genial heat, 
As o'er the soft and sapphire skies of May, 
irhough nature then be young and exquisitely gay. 

On the white wings of peace their days have flown ; 
Nor wholly were they thralled by earthly cares ; 
But from their hearts to heaven's paternal throne 
Arose the daily incense oi their prayers. 
And now, as low the sun of being wears, 
The Grod to whom their morning vows were paid, 
Each gratefid oJBTering in remembrance bears ;— 
And cheering beams of mercy are displayed, 
To gild with heavenly hopes their evening's pensive shade. 
But now fiurewell to thee, thanksgiving day ! 
Thou angel of the year ! one bounteous hand 
The horn of deep abundance doth display, 
Raining its rich profusion o'er the land ; 
The other arm outstretched with gesture grand. 
Pointing its upraised finger to the sky, 
]>oth the warm tribute of our thanks demand 
For Ifim, the Father God, who from on high 
Sheds, i^lteams of purest joy o'er man's dark destiny. 
15 
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COTTAGE LEGEND. 



Between yon distant hiUs that hide 
The pathway of the silver Wye^ 
A bonny cottage maiden lived, . 
Of raven hairj and hazel eye. 

And glossy was that raven hai^ 
And soft as love that hazel eye^ 
And mellow as the &r-offlut€^ 
The voice of Ellen of the Wya 

And gallant lovers came fitom far, 
The maiden's heart and hand to gain, 
And many a vow and many a sigh 
Were breathed in EU^s ear in vain. 

*1 love my cottage home,*^ she said^ . 
'This little glen-r-those hills so blue- 
Yon vnnding stream — I love them all^- 
And cannot bid my sire adieu.' 

But young Lord Gower came to tiie glen. 
And words of love he well could say, 
And Ellen's youthful heart he won. 
And bore her firom her home away 



: 
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Ay, Ellen left her cottage home ; 
To that sweet ^en, those hiUs so Uue^ 
That winding stream, she said fiurewell, 
And hade her aged sireadieat 

And years passed by — and she forgot 
Them all, till bitter sorrows pressed ; 
And then the scenes (^ youth came back 
In memory's fondest colours dressed. 

Her tears fell fiurt>— and soon sTie rose 
To seek h^ cottage home (mce more — 
Bat ah ! 'twas winter now, and fierce^ 
Hie cold blast swept the valley o^er. 

Poor wanderer I when she left the ^ale^ . 
The hills were green, the flowers were gay, 
The birds sang sweet from every tree, 
And her young heart was blithe as they. 

But now beneath white winter's shroud, 
Boft sunmier and its flowers lie dead — 
4nd all the gladsome birds are gone. 
And Ellen's joys, like them, are fled! 

She reach'd, at length, her fiither's door— 
Twas shut, and all was still around} 
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But near, lay hushed in death's repose^ 
Her &ther on the frozen ground ! 

With age and Eonow oveibome^ 
He fell upon the earth and died ; 
None saw him die — ^his daughter gone— 
But one hrute friend was by his side. 

Poor Ellen now went wild — ^her mind 
Was wrecked by this last fearftd stroke — 
Hei^ heart, by wrong and ruin tried| 
Parted, and was forever broke I 

What said Lord Gower 1 On Christmas eve 
He made a lady fidr his bride, 
And his high hall rang loud vrith mirth ; 
« That night the cottage maiden died. 



TO THE SENTIMENTAL. 



» " What is Friendship but a name !" 

I TELL not my tale to a cold and careless world. 
I waste not sighs upon ears that are deaf. A 
story of misfortune is a pearl too precious to be 
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cast .efoie those who would only trample upon 
it. U is for-the tender and sympathetic ear of 
those whom experience has taught to contrast the 
bliss of friendship, indulged without suspicion or 
alloy, with the bitterness of disappointed trust 
and betrayed affection. 

I had the misfortune to lose both my parents 
at an early age. My mother died when I was a 
boy, and my father followed her soon after I en- 
tered my twenty-first year. I was an only child, 
and without relatives ; but my father committed 
me to the care of a friend by the name of Plum, 
of whom he had a high opinion, and to whom he 
was fondly attached. Whether my father's choice 
of a guardian for one whose imagination was 
stronger than his judgement, and whose passions 
were more active than his principles, was wise or 
not, is a question which I leave to be decided by 
the issue of my story. 

The stem and strict control of my father was 
np sooner withdrawn, than I felt like a liberated 
bird. I indulged my fancy in every thing. I 
bought gay horses, drove dashing gigs, smoked, 
drank, flourished at Nahant and Saratoga, put a 
gold chain about my neck, with a useless quiz- 
^g glass attached to it, and thrust into my waist- 
15* 
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coat pocket, criticised the ladies' ancles, talked 
lightly of female virtue, and impudently ogled 
every woman whom I met 

T was perhaps less to be blamed for thesefoUies, 
as I followed the fashion of young men of ray 
condition, and was rather abetted than restrained 
in my course by my guardian. At length I fell 
in love, and my taste became matrimonial. I 
worshipped a pretty girl of sixteen, and promised 
to marry her. But time and reflection altered ray 
views. BIy goddess became an insipid girl. To 
put an end to my engagement, I suddenly em- 
barked for Europe, giving it forth to be under- 
stood that I should be absent several^ years. My 
reputation would have suflered for this and some 
other trifles, had not my friend Plum exerted his 
influence in my behalf, which he did so effectual- 
ly, that I was fully acquitted, and the young lady 
was left to unpitied mortification and contempt 

I could not think of travelling alone, so I 
managed to have my guardian accompany me. 
On my arrival at Liverpool, my ignorance of the 
manners and customs of Elngland brought me 
into sundry awkward situations. In these cases I 
found the assistance of Plum to be invaluable. 
He settled eVery difficulty in a moment, and al- 
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ways in a way peculiar to himself. He seemed 
to miderstand England perfectly, and I after- 
wards learnt that he was not a stranger to other 
countries. I soon hurried to London. I was 
anxious to participate in the jdeasures of the 
world's metropolis. The influence of Plum soon 
gamed me admission into fashionable society. It 
was winter, and I was invited to an assembly at 
Almack'& My acquaintance enlarged, and I was 
soon in the full career of fashionable dissipation. 
My society was sought by gentlemen and ladies 
of the &rst degree. Not a few cards with noble 
names upon them were exhibited in my rack. 

I was at a loss to account for my success. My 
vanity could not persuade me to impute it all to 
my person and address. I became inquisitive, 
and learned at length, to my great surprise, that 
it was mainly on account of my guardian, who 
was held in such estimation, that all who were 
connected with him participated in his honours. 
At fmst I was jHqued by the discovery, but such is 
the influence of self-flattery, and such also was 
^e adroit manner and seeming sincerity of the at- 
tentions I received, that I ceased to scrutinize the 
motive, and took them as if offered to me on the 
ground of personal merit 
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But, if I was blinded in regard to the honour 
which was reflected on myself some remarkable 
instances of its influence on others did not escape 
me. I recollect on one occasion to have been 
struck with it at Almack's. In general, the dis« 
play of beauty there is beyond all praise. An 
American would say the ladies were too stout and 
ruddy, and too heavily dressed. But let that pass. 
The music had ceased for a moment, and the 
places where the quadrilles had a moment before 
been figuring, were accidentally vacant. There 
then appeared a couple so grotesque as to put de- 
scription to the blu&h. A thin, miseriy, snuffy 
little man, led forward the hugest woman I ever 
beheld. She had large, lead coloured eyes, a low, 
overhanging forehead, a conical piece of her un- 
derlip lapping over her upper one, the corners of 
the mouth drawn downward, long ears standing 
apart from the head, a large jowl, and a figure 
that, in despite of the London Cantellos, resem- 
bled a pipe of brandy. There was a mark of 
monstrous vulgarity about the pair that, with now 
and then an exception, seemed tb contrast strange- 
ly with all around them. 

At the first appearance of this strange couple^ 
there was a look of general surprise, and then a 
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smfle, and here and there an andible titter. But 
80on it was all hushed, and Mr. and Mrs. Fudgt') 
seemed to be honoured with particular and re 
spectful attention. " How is this ?" said I to Ladi 
Flambeau. "Oh," said she, "don't you knoi 
tie is a great &vourite with your frimd Plum ?" 

In short, I had not spent six months in England, 
before I discoTered that my extraordinary guar- 
dian had scarcely less influence than the prime 
minister. Indeed, he did that which the king 
himself could not hare performed. The world 
would laugh at SirWiUiam Curtis, though George 
the Fourth was his companion and fri^d. But 
who could despise a favourite of Plum 1 His 
friendship was only inferior to a patent of nobili^ 
ty. It covered faults and magnified vktues. It 
even became superior to the force of nature. I 
once saw a very ugly young woman dancing most 
vilely. " She is an angd," said one. " She dances 
like a fahy," said another. " She is the particu- 
lar friend of Pkun," said a third. 

I left England and went to France. In Parls^ 
my guardian seemed less at home. But here he 
was by no means destitute g[ influence. He could 
persuade s^Fr^ichman to do any thing but jump 
into the Seina 
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I set out for Italy. In crossing the Alps, I was 
attacked by banditti. I fought valiantly, l)ut in 
vain. I was wounded, overpowered, and beat 
down. A swarthy villain, with black mustachios^ 
planted his heavy foot on my breast, and with his 
brawny arm held his finger on the trigger of a 
pistol presented to my forehead. The slightest 
contraction of a muscle had scattered my brain 
in the air. At this instant luckily Plum present- 
ed himsel£ He went on the principle that dis- 
cretion is the better part of valour. He threw away 
my powder and ball, and settled the point by ne- 
gotiation. It was all over in fifteen minutes. The 
desperado became our friend, guided us faithfully 
over the mountain, and at parting gave me warm 
wishes of happiness. 

I could teli other tales, but tliis is enough. I 
returned to my country aftg: an absence of two 
years, brmging my friend with me. His influence 
was not abated. The men sought my society, imd 
the ladies smiled upon mfi for his 'sake. I took it 
all to myself; indeed, and when an honest man told 
me that I was a fool for doing so, I became angry, 
and bade him hold his peace. I again fell in love. 
I had a streak of weakness in my-,character, 
whkjh exposed me to such fantasies. I loved de- 



TT) THE S£NT1M£NTAL. 179 

notedly, and thought my passion was truly re- 
turned. " May I speak my mind freely to you 7" 
said a candid friend. " Certainly," said I. " The 
lady does not love you," said he. " You are mis- 
taken," said I. " It is not you, but your friend Plum, 
that she i^ enamoured with 3 it is only to secure his 
society, that she seems to favour you." " She is in- 
capable of such double dealing," said I. " It is the 
fashion of the world," said he. " Plum is a great 
favourite of the sex, and they will anile on the first 
man that brings them closest to him. You are his 
particular friend, and are therefore an object of 
regard to all the calculatuig mothers and daugh- 
ters in town." I fek too secure to be angry. I 
laughed at my friend, and turned his advice to ri- 
dicule. 

But let me procee(i in my story. A meddling 
attorney endeavoured to bring about a separaticm 
t)etween me and Plum, He was at first unsuccess- 
ful, but by tridc and artifice he at length gainol 
his point. Plum deserted me for ever. I mourn- 
ed over him, " but mourning," said I, " is vain, 
lam myself the same thing as before. I have 
lost a friend, but that is no part of myself." I flew 
to my mistress. " She will sympathize with me," 
thought I, " and oh, there would be a sweetnfss in 
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seeing her tears fsdl for my sake, that would aton^ 
for my loss." But I was mistaken. She reftised 
to see me* I was enraged. I stamped on the 
floor. The servant laughed, and pointed to the 
door. I went away, and wept in the bittamess of 
my heart like a very boy. I went4o see some of 
my companicms. They were cold aM constrain- 
ed. I visited some of the families where I was 
once a favourite. They were civil, but the hearty 
welcome of the mothei^ and the gracious atten^ 
tions of the dattghters, were mine no more. 

I shrunk from society like a wounded beast of 
prey, who alone hi his laur endures his throbbing 
pain. I cursed the heartless world, aiid bitterly 
moralized oii^e selfishness of those I had thought 
the fairest and noblest part of creatim. I ani still 
writhing with disappointment, and under its iA^ 
''fluence address this letter, partly to give vent to 
My gushing feelmgs, and partly to obtain the 
sympathy of those who have sympathy to bestow 
on the forlorn. 

RIDDLE. 

P. S. I warn all the world against placing 
confidence in the hollowrhearted treacherofUi fel- 
low;whom t once called my friend. His iiame in 
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this narrative is Plum, but he is better known by 
the title, Cash. 



A MOONLIGHT ADVENTURE. 



« How beautiftd is night I" 

■ A FEW years ago, in the course of a pedestrian 
tour along the banks of the Hudson, I stopped for 
the night at a little tavern situated near the river. 
It was a wild spot, and surrounded with a thick 
copse of low oak trees. In the course of the even- 
ing I was induced to take a stroll, the air being 
pleasant, and the moon sending a flood of light 
over the landscape. 

I left the travelled road, and entered the forest. 
At length I fell into a little footpath, along which 
I walked without marking the distance, or the 
direction of my ramble. By and by 4||ame to a 
cottage, but the door was shut, and I continued 
my walk. I now emerged from the forest, and 
the footpath led me along a high bank which over- 
hung the river. Its broad surface was smooth 
and glassy, and it flowed on so quietly^ that the 
* 10 
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image of the moon seemed as finnly set in ital 
waters, as did the planet itself in the sky. 

I still went on, filled with the beauty of the 
night and the sweet serenity of nature around me* 
A thousand delightful dreams passed through my 
imagination, each touching my heart with some 
correspondent emotion. Suddenly my ear was 
filled with the sweetest music. It was the voice 
of a woman; and at a little distance I saw a female 
form standing on the brink of the river. Sftie 
leaned toward the water, and apparently uncon- 
scious that a listener vras near, she poured her 
melody over its bosom. I fancied that its current 
flowed smoother, and that its ripples whispered 
with a softer cadence, as if listening to the sound. 
The breathing melody of the voice I cannot giv6 
the words were as follows: 

* SONG. 

«i BwifUy flows the stream, 
waters will not stay, 
They glide like pleasure's dream, 
Away, away. 

The laugUng ripples flash 

TWth many a wlver ray, -; 
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But light as loTe they dash 
Away, away. 

The eddies, clear as glasa^ 
Like Ungering lovers {day, 
But soon like lovers pass 
Away, away. 

But other waves as bright 
Along these hanks vdll stray, 
Then let them speed their flight 
Away, away. 

My imagination was wrought to the highest 
pitch. The outline of the fair one's figure, as I 
traced it on the face of the moonlit water, seemed 
beautiful as the matchless marble of the Venus de 
Medici. The words of the poet were in my mind, 
and they broke from my lips. 

Oh ! ne'er did Grecian chisd ^^^^^B 
A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Gtace^^ 
Of &irer form, or lovelier fiice. 

My voice had broken the holy silence that 
reigned over the scene. The £ur one startM] 
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she turned her face suddenly round upon me. 
Good heavens ! it was black ! 



THE LONE INDIAN. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF ROBOMOK* 



/ ** A white man, gazing on the scene, 

/ Would say a lovely spot was here, 

I And praise the lawns so fresh and green> 

j Between the hills so sheer. 

I I like it not— I would the plain 

I Lay in its tall old groves again." Bryant. 

PowoNTONAMO was the son of a mighty chief. 
He looked on his tribe with such a fiery glance, 
that they called him the Eagle of the Mohawks. 
His eye never blinked in the sunbeam ; and he 
eaped along the chase like the untiring waves of 
Niagara. J^n when a little boy, his tiny arrow 
would hi^^B frisking squirrel in the ear, and 
bring dowiiThe humming bird on her rapid wing. 
He was his father's pride and joy. He loved to 
toss him high in his sinewy arms, and shout, 
" Look, Eagle-eye, look, and see the big hunting 
grounds of the Mohawks ! Powontonamo will be 
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their chief. The winds will tell his brave deeds. 
When men speak of him, they will not speak 
loud ; but as if the tj^reat Spirit had breathed in 
thimder." 

The prophecy was fulfilled. When Powonto- 
namo became a man, the fame of his beauty and 
courage reached the tribes of Illinois ; and even 
the distant Osage showed his white teeth with de- 
light, when he heard the wild deeds of the Mo- 
hawk Eagle. Yet was his spirit frank, chivalrous, 
and kind. When the white men came to buy land, 
he met them with an open palm, and spread his 
bufialo for the traveller. The old chiefs loved the 
bold youth, and offered their daughters in mar- 
riage. The eyes of the young Indian girls spark- 
led when he looked on them. But he treated 
them all with the stem indifference of a warrior, 
until he saw Soonseetah raise her long, dark eye- 
lash. Then his heart melted beneath the beaming 
glance of beauty. Soonseetah was t^^airest of 
the Oneidas. The young men of he^He called 
her the Sunny-eye. She was smaller than her 
nation usually are ; and her shght, gracefid figure^ 
was so elastic in its motions, that the tall grass 
would rise up and shake off its dew drops after 
her pretty moccasins had pressed it Many a fia» 
16* 
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mous chief had sought her love ; bat when they 
brought the choicest furs, she would smile dis- 
dainfully, and say, " Soonseetah's foot is warm. 
Has not her father an arrow ?" When they of- 
feped her food, according to the Indian custom, 
her answer was, " Soonseetah has not seen all 
the warriors. She will eat with the bravest." The 
hunters told the young Eagle, that Sunny-eye 
of Oneida was beautiful as the bright birds in the 
hunting land beyond the sky ; \mt that her heart 
was proud, and she said the great chiefs were not 
good enough to dress venison for her. When 
Powontonamo listened to these accounts, his lip 
would curl slightly, as he threw back his fur-edge^ 
mantle, and placed his firm, springy foot forward, 
so that the beads and shells of his rich moccasm 
might be seen to vibrate at every sound of his tre- 
mendous war song. If there was vanity in the 
act, there was likewise becoming pride. Soonsee- 
tah hear^^ his haughty smile, and resolved in 
her own^B*t that no Oneida should sit beside 
her till she had seen the chieftain of the Mohawks. 
Before many moons had passed away, he sought 
her father's wigwam, to carry delicate furs and 
shining shells to the young coquette of the wil- 
derness. She did not raise her bright, melting 
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eye to his, wh^ he came near ; but when he 
Baid, " Will the Sunny-eye look on the gifts of a 
Mohawk ? his barbed arrow is swift ; his foot ne- 
ver turned from the foe ;" the colour on her brown 
cheek was gloAving as an autumnal twilight. Her 
voice was like the troubled note of the wren, as 
she answered, " The furs of Powontonamo are 
soft and warm to the foot of Soonseetah. She will 
weave the shells in the wampum belt of the Mo- 
hawk Eagle." The exulting lover sat by her side, 
and offered her venison and parched com. She 
raised her timid eye, as she tasted the food, and 
then the young Eagle knew that Sunny-eye 
would be his wife. 

There was feasting and dancing, and the mar- 
riage song rang merrily in Mohawk cabins, when 
the Oneida came among them. Powontonamo 
loved her as his own heart's blood. He delighted 
to bring her the fattest deers of the forest, and 
load her with the ribbons and bead^f the En- 
glish. The prophets of his peopll^Ped it not 
that the strangers grew so numerous in the land. 
They shook their heads mournfully, and said, 
" The moose ancPlhe beaver will not live within 
sound of the white man's gun. They will go be- 
yond the lakes, and the Indians must follow their 
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trail." But the young chief liughed them tc 
scorn. He said, " The land is very big. The 
mountain eagle could not fly over it in many days 
Surely the wigwams of the English will nevei 
cover it." Yet when he held his son in his arms, as 
his father had done before him, he sighed to heai 
the strokes of the axe levelling the old trees of his 
woods. Sometimes he looked sorrowfully on his 
baby boy, and thought he had perchance done 
him much wrong, when he smoked a pipe in the 
wigwam of the stranger. 

One day he left his home before the gray mist 
of morning had gone from the hills, to seek food 
for his wife and child. The polar star was bright 
in the heavens ere he returned ; yet his hands 
were empty. The white man's gun had scared 
the beasts of the forest, and the arrow of the In- 
dian was sharpened in vain. Powontonamo en- 
tered his wigwam with a cloudy brow. He did 
not look at Soonseetah ; he did not speak to her 
boy ; but ^kut and sullen, he sat leaning on the 
head of his arrow. He wept not, for an Indian 
may not weep ; but the muscles of his face be- 
trayed the struggle within his aoul. The Sunny- 
eye approached fearfully, and laid her little hand 
upon his brawny shoulder, as she asked, " Why 
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is the Eagle's eye on the earth ? What has Soon- 
seetah done, that her child dare 'not look in the 
face of his father V\ Slowly the warrior turned 
his gaze upon her. The expression of sadness 
deepened, as he answered, " The Eagle has taken 
a snake to his nest ; how can his young sleep in 
it?" The Indian boy, all unconscious of the 
forebodings which stirred his father's, spirit, 
moved to his side, and peeped up in his face with 
a mingled expression of love and fear. 

The heart of the generous savage was full, 
even to bursting. His hand trembled, as he 
placed it on the sleek, black hair of his only son. 
"The Great Spirit bless thee; the Great Spirit 
bless thee, and give thee back the himting ground 
of the Mohawk !" he exclaimed. Then folding 
him, for an instant, in an almost crushing em- 
brace, he gave him to his mother, and darted from 
the wigwam. 

-Two hours he remained in the open air j but 
the clear breath of heaven brought i^^relief to 
his noble and suffering soul. Wherever he look- 
ed abroad, the ravages of the civilized destroyer 
met his eye. Where were the trees, under which 
he had frolicked in infancy, sported in boyhood, 
and rested alter the fatigues of battle? They 
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formed the English boat, or lined the English 
dwelling. Whfere were the holy sacriiice-heaps 
of his people ? The stones ^ere taken to fence 
in the land, which the intruder dared to call his 
own. Where was his father's grave ? The stran- 
ger's road passed over it, and his cattla trasipled 
on the ground where the mighty Mohawk slum- 
bered.. Where were his once powerful tribe? 
Alas, in the white man's wars they had jollied 
with the British, in the vaui hope of recovering 
their lost privileges. Hundreds had gone to their 
last ho0e ; others had joined distant tribes ; and 
some pitiful wretches, whoih he scorned to call 
brothers, consented to live on the white man's 
bounty. These were corroding reflections ; and 
well might fierce thoughts of vengeance pass 
through the mind of the deserted prince ; but he 
was powerless now ; and the English swarmed, 
like vultures around the dying. " It is the work 
of the Great Spirit," said he. " The Englishman's 
God m^il the Indian's heart afraid ; and now he 
is like a woimded buffalo, when hungry wolves 
are on his trail." 

When Powontonamo returned to his hut, his 
countenance, though severe, was composed. He 
spoke to the Sunny-eye with more kindness tliuui 
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the savage generally addresses the wife of his 
youth 5 but his look told her that she must not 
ask the grief which had put a woman's heart 
within the breast of the far-famed Mohawk 
Eagle. ' 

Tlie nextday, when the young chieftain went out 
on a hunting expedition^ he Was accosted by a 
rough, square-built farmer. " Powow,* said he, 
" your squaw has been stripping a dozen of my 
trees, and I don't like it over much." It was a 
moment when the Indian could ill brook a white 
man's insolence. " Listen, Bufialo-Jiead !^hout- 
ed he ; and as he spoke he seized the shaggy pate 
of the unconscious offender, and eyed him with 
the concentrated venom of an ambushed rattle 
snake,—" Listen to the chief of tlie Mohawks ! 
These broad lands are all his own. When the 
virhite man first left his cursed foot-print in the 
forest, the Great Bear looked down upon the big 
tribes of Iroquois and Abnaquis. The wigwams 
of the noble Delawares were thick, ^vhere the 
soft winds dwell. The rising sUn glanced on the 
fierce Pequods; and the Illinois, the Miamies^ 
and warlike tribes like the. Jiaifs of your head, 
marked his going down. Ha4 the red man struck 
ye then, your tribes would have been as dry grass 
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to the lightning ! Go— shall the Sunny-eye of 
Oneida ask the paleface for a basket?" He 
breathed out a quick, codvulsive laugh, and his 
white teeth showed through his parted lips, as he 
shook the farmer from him, with the strength and 
fury of a raging panther. 

After that his path was unmolested, for no one 
dared to awaken his wrath ; but a smile never 
again visited the dark countenance of the degraded 
chief. Tlie wild beasts had fled so far from the 
settlements, that he would hunt days and days 
without success. Soonseetah sometimes begged 
him to join the remnant of the Oneidas, and per 
suade them to go far off, toward the setting sun. 
Powontonamo repUed, " This is the burial place 
of my fathers';" and the Sunny-eye dared saynd 
more. 

At last their boy sickened and died, of a fever 
he had taken among the English. They buried 
him beneath a spreading oak, on the banks of the 
Mohawk, and heaped stones upon his grave, 
without a tear. " He must lie near the water," 
said the desolate chief, "else the white man's 
horses will tread, on him." 

The young mother did not weep ; but her heart 
had received its death wound. The fever seized 
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het, and she grew paler and weaker every day. 
One morning Powontonamo returned with some 
delicate food he had been seeking for her. " Will 
Soonseetah eat ?" said he. He spoke in a tone of 
subdued tenderness ; but she answered not. The 
foot which was wont to bound forward to meet 
him, lay motionless and cold. He raised the 
blanket which partly concealed her face, and saw 
that the Sunny-eye was closed in death. One 
hand was pressed hard against her heart, as if her 
last moments had been painful. The other grasp- 
ed the beads which the young Eagle had given 
her in the happy days of courtship. One heart 
rending shriek was wrung from the bosom of the 
agonized savage. He tossed his anns wildly 
above his head, and threw himself beside the body 
of her he had loved as fondly, deeply, and pas- 
sionately, as ever a white man loved. After the 
first burst of grief had subsided, he carefully un- 
tied the necklace from her full, beautiful bosom, 
crossed her hands over the sacred rehc, and put 
back the shining black hair from her smooth fore- 
head. For hours he watched the corpse in si- 
lence. Then he arose and carried it from the 
wigwam. He dug a grave by the side of his lost 
boy ; laid the head of Soonseetah toward the rising 
17 
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sun ; heaped the earth upon it, and covered it with 
stones, according to the custom of his people. 

Night WBS closing in, and stiU the bereaved 
Moiiawk stood at the grave of Sunny-eye, as mo- 
tionless as its cold inmate. A' white man, as he 
passed, paused, and looked in pity on him. " Are 
you sick ?" asked he. " Yes ; me sick. Me very 
sick here," answered Powontonamo, laying his 
hand upon his swellmg heart "Will you go 
home ?" " Home !" exclaimed the heart broken 
chief, in tones so thrilling, that the white man 
started. Then slowly, and with a half vacant 
look, he added, " Yes, me go home. By and by 
me go home." Not another word would he speak; 
and the white man left him, and went his way. 
A little while longer he stood watching the 
changing heavens ; and then, with reluctant step, 
retired to his solitary wigwam. 

The next day, a tree, which Soonseetah had 
often said was just as old as their boy, was placed 
near the mother and child. A wild vine was 
straggling among the loose stones, and Powonto- 
namo carefully twined it around the tree. " The 
young oak is the Eagle of the Mohawks," he 
said; "and now the Sunny-eye has her arms 
round him." He spoke in the wild music of his 
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native tongue, but there was none to answer. 
" Yes ; Powontonamo will go home," sighed he. 
" He will go where the sun sets in the ocean, and 
the white man's eyes have never looked upon it." 
One long, one lingering glance at the graves of his 
kindred, and the Eagle of the Mohawks bade fare- 
well to the land of his fathers. 

For many a returning autumn, a lone Indian 
was seen standing at the consecrated spot we 
have mentioned ; but just thirty years after the 
death of Soonseetah, he was noticed for the last 
time. His step was then firm, and his figure erect, 
though he seemed old and way-worn. Age had riot 
dimmed the fire of his eye, but an expression of 
deep melancholy had settled on his wrinkled 
trow. It was Powontonamo — ^he who had once 
been the Eagle of the Mohawks I He came to 
lie down and die beneath the broad oak, which 
shadowed the grave of Sunny-eye. Alas, the 
white man's axe had been there ! The tree he 
had planted was dead ; and the vine, which had 
leaped so vigorously from branch to branch, now, 
yellow and withering, was faUing to the ground. 
A deep groan burst from the soul of the savage. 
For thirty wc^irisome years, he had watched that 
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oak, with its twining tendrils. They were the 
only things left in the wide world for him to loy% 
and they were gone ! He looked abroad. The 
hunting land of his tribe was changed like its 
chieftain. No light canoe now shot down the 
river, like a bird upon the wing. The laden boat 
of the white man alone broke its smooth surface. 
The Englishman's road wound, like a serpent, 
around flie banks of the Mohawk ; and iron hoofs 
had so beaten down the war path, that a hawk's 
eye could not discover an Indian track. The last 
wigwam was destroyed; and the sun looked 
boldly down upon spots he had visited only by 
stealth, during thousands and thousands of moons. 
The few remaming trees, clothed in the fantastic 
mourning of autumn; the long line of heavy 
clouds, melting away before the coming sun ; and 
the distant mountain seen through the blue mist 
of departing twilight, alone remained as he had 
seen them in his boyhood. All things spoke a sad 
language to the heart of the desolate Indian. 
" Yes," said he, ^the young oak and the vine are 
like the Eagle and the Sunny-eye. They are cut 
down, torn, and trampled on. The leaves are 
falling, and the clouds are scattering, like my peo- 
ple. I wish I could once mor^ see the treei 
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Standing thick, as they did when my mother held 
. me to her bosom, and sung the warlike deeds of 
&e Mohawks." 

A mingled expression of grief and anger passed 
over his face, as he watched a loaded boat in its 
passage across the stream. " The white man 
carries food to his wife and children, and he finds 
them in his home," said he. " Where is the squaw 
and the papoose of the red man? They are 
here !" As he spoke, he fixed his eye thought- 
fully upon the grave. After a gloomy silence, he 
again looked round upon the fair scene, with a 
wandering and troubled gaze. " The pale face 
may like it," murmured he; "but an Indian 
cannot die here in peace." So saying, he broke 
his bow string, snapped his arrows, threw them 
on the burial place of his fathers, and departed for 

ever. 

******** 

None ever knew where Powontonamo laid his 
dyuig head. The hunters from the west said, a 
red man had been among them, whose tracks 
were far off to\^ard the rising sun; that he seemed 
like one who had lost his way, and was sick to 
go home to the Great Spirit. Perchance, he slept 
his last sleep where the distant Mississippi re* 
17* 
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ceives its hundred streams. Alqne and unfriended, 
lie may have laid hun down to die, where no man 
called him brother ; and the wolves of the desert, 
long ere this, may have howled the death song of 
the Mohawk Eagle. 
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BY THE 

AUTHOR OF ' HOPE LESLIE. 



" La Nature fait le meritei 
La Fortune le met en prcuve." 

Many fortunate travellers on the western bor- 
der of Massachusetts, and not many miles from 
the Hudson, have been refreshed at the inn oi 
Reliance Reynolds. Reliance, as his name indi- 
cates, was bom in the good old times. We are 
aware that the enthusiasts about the ^^ progress of 
the age," deny this golden period any but a retro- 
spective existence, and maint{dn that, retrace the 
steps of the human family far as you will, 
it is like the age of chivalry, always a little 
behind you. But we adhere to the popular phra- 
ieology, and call those <<good old times," when 
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the Puritanical nomenclature prevailed;, when 
fiuch modest graces as faith and temperance had 
not been expelled from our taverns, kitchens, and 
workshops, by the heroes and heroines of ro- 
mance—the Orlandos and Lorenzos, Rosamonds 
and Anna Matildas. 

Reliance belonged to tiie " good old times," too, 
in the more essential matter of downright honesty, 
simplicity, and respectful courtesy. His was a 
rare character in New-England-— a passive spirit, 
content to fill and fit the niche nature had pre- 
pared for him. It was not very high, but he 
never aspired above it ; nor very low, but he never 
sank below it. He was the marvel of his neigh- 
bourSj for he could never be persuaded into an 
enterprise, or speculation. He never bought a 
water privilege," nor an oar bed ; subscribed to a 
county bank, or " moved to the West ;" or in any 
mode indicated that principle in man, which, in 
its humble operations, is restlessness, in its lofty 
aspirations, a longing after immortality. Re- 
liance's desires never passed the boimds of his 
premises, and were satisfied, even within them, 
with a very moderate share of power. He stood at 
his door, ^his hat in his hand, to receive his guests ; 
he strictly performed the promise of his sign, and 
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gave "good entertainment to man and horse;" 
he randered a moderate bill, and received his dues 
with a complacent smile, in which gratitude was 
properly tempered with a just sense of his own 
rights. In short, as must be already quite mani- 
fest, ReUance, though a pattern landlord, is a very 
poor subject for a storyteller j his qualities, like 
the colours in a ray of light, all blending and 
forming one hue, and his life presenting the same 
monotonous hannony. 

We should not have forced him from his happy 
obscurity into the small degree of notoriety he 
may incur on our humble page, but for his being 
the adjunct of his wife, an important personage in 
our narrative. 

Mrs. Reynolds, too, like her husband, performed 
exactly the duties of her station. She never per- 
haps read a line of poetry, save such as might 
lurk in the " Poet's Comer" of a village paper, 
but her whole hfe was an illustration of the old- 
lashioned couplet— 

" Honour and shame from no condition rise, 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies.' 

She never was a presidentess of a " society folr 
ameliorating the condition of the Jews," or secret 
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tary or treasurer of any of those beneficent asso- 
ciations that rescue the latent talents of wmnen 
from obscurity, and mettrent en scene gems and 
flowers that might otherwise shine and exhale 
unnoticed and unknown ; but though humble was 
her name and destiny, her memory is dear to the 
wayfaring. Quiet, order, and neatness, reigned 
at-her bed and board. No pirates harboured in 
her bedsteads, no bad luck, that evil genius of 
housewives, curdled her cream, spoiled her butter 
or her bread ; but her table was spread with such 
simple, wholesome fare, as might have lit a smile 
on the wan visage of an old dyspeptic ; and this 
we take to be the greatest achievement of the gas- 
tronomic art. 

With the duties of life so peacefully and so well 
performed, our good hostess ought, according to 
all the rules of happiness, to have been happy ; 
but it is our melancholy duty to confess she was 
not, and to explain the cause. She had been 
married many years without having any children ; 
that blessed possession, that in transmitting the 
parents' existence, seems to extend its bounds, 
and to render even here, the mortal immortal. 
In addition to the feeling, common to all women, 
wlio naturally crave the sweetest objects for their 
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tenderest and strongest affections, Mrs. Reynolds 
lamented her childless state with a bitterness of 
repining approaching to that of the Hebrew wives. 
With everything else in her possession that conld 
inspire contentment, her mind was fixed on this 
one desired good, and, like Hannah of old, she 
was still a " woman of a sorrowful spirit." She 
had endeavoured to solace herself with the chil- 
dren of her kindred, and several, from time to 
time, had been adopted into her family ; but some 
proved disagreeable, and others homesick, and 
there was always a paramount duty or afiection 
that interfered with hers, till finally her almost 
extinguished hopes wfere gratified, and Providence 
gave her a child worthy all her care and love.* 
In the autumn of 1T77, two travellers arrived 

♦ We would gladly have had it in our power to be exact 
in dates, as pur story in good faith is true in all, even the 
least important particulars. Some few circumstances, and 
the " spoken words," had escaped tradition, and of course 
were necessarily supplied, as the proper statue receives a 
foot or finger firom the ruder hand of modem art. The 
name of the heroine having been subsequently merged 
and forgotten in that of her husband, we have ventured to 
retain it. The rest we have respectftilly veiled under 
assumed appellations. 
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just at nightfall at Reynold's inn. Its aspect was 
inviting ; situated in the heart of a fertile valley 
that had lately been refreshed by the early rains 
of autumn, and in its bright garb resembling a 
mature beauty that had happily harmonized 
some youthful tints with her soberer graces. A 
sprightly, winding stream, gave life and music to 
the meadows. On every side the landscape was 
midulating and fertile, but not then as extensively 
cultivated as now, when, to the Tauconnuc on 
the south, and the lofty blue outline of the Cats- 
kills on the west, the eye ranges over a rich and 
enjoyed country. Besides the accidental charm 
of a pretty landscape, the inn had advantages pe- 
culiar to itself. Instead of being placed on tlye 
roadside, as most of our taverns are— for what 
reason we know not, unless a cloud of travellers' 
dust be typical of a shower of gold to the vision 
of mine host — Re)mold's inn was separated from 
the highway by a coiu:t-yard, shaded by two wide 
spreading elms, and enlivened with a profusion 
of autumnal flowers, marigolds, cockscombs, and 
china-asters. 

Tliere was nothing that uidicated any claims 
to particular civility in the appearance of our 
travellers. They were well looking and respect- 
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ably apparelled; and, accordingly, having an- 
nounced their determination to remain for the 
night, they were shown to an inner room, the 
parlour, par excellence^ where Mrs. Reynolds 
appeared, and having opened a door which ad- 
mitted the balmy air and a view of the western 
sky, just then brightened by the tints of the set- 
ting sun, she received their orders for their supper, 
and retired without one of those remarks or in- 
quiries by which it is usual, on such occasions, to 
give vent to curiosity. Nothing passed between 
our travellers in the dull interval that elapsed be- 
fore their meal was ready, to give to our readers 
the least clue to their origin or destiny. One of 
them lulled himself into a doze in the rocking 
chair, while the other, younger and more active 
and vivacious, amused himself out of doors, pluck- 
ing flowers, enraging an old petulant cock turkey, 
and mocking the scolding of some Guinea-hens, 
the Xantippes of the feathered race. 

The interval was not long. The door opened, 
and the tea-table was brought in, already spread, 
(a mode we wish others would adopt from our 
pattern landlady,) and spread in a manner to cha- 
racterize our bountifiil coimtry. 

What a contrast does the evening meal of out 
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humblest inns piesent to the leanness of an Eng- 
hsh tea-table ! A cornucopia would have been the 
appropriate symbol for Mrs. Reynolds's table. 
There were beaf steaks, and ham and eggs -, hot 
cakes and toast; bread and gingerbread; all the 
indigenous cakes, such as crullers and nuteakes, 
&c. ; honey, sweetmeats, apple sauce, cheese, 
pickles, and an afterpiece of pies. Kind reader, 
do not condemn our bill of fare as impertinent and 
vulgar* We put it down to show the scared politi- 
cal economists, that wkh us, instead of the popu- 
lation pressing on the means of subsistence, the 
means of subsistence presses on the population. 

Our travellers fell to their repast with appetites 
whetted by a long fast and a day's ride. Not a 
word was spoken, till a little girl, who was sit- 
ting on the doorstep caressing a tame pigeon, per- 
ceiving that one of the guests had garnished his 
buttonhole with a bunch of marigolds, plucked a 
rose from a monthly rose bush, trained over a 
trellis at the door, and laid it beside his plate* He 
seemed struck with the modest offering, and, turn- 
ing with a look of gratitude to the child, he patted 
her on her head, and exclaimed instinctively, 
^ Merely merely ma petite P and then correcting 
18 
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himself, he said, in very imperfect English, * I 
thank you, my Uttle girl.' 

The child's attention was fixed by the first word 
he uttered, and as he addressed his companion in 
French, her countenance indicated more emotion 
than would naturally have been excited by the sim- 
ple circumstance of hearing, for the first time, a fo- 
reign language. ' Qu^elle est beUe, cette petite,^ he 
continued, turning to his companion; ^c^est la 
heautede mon pays—voUd^brunette, et les yeax^si 
grands^ si noirs, et la toumure aussi — quelle 
grdce^quelle mvacite ! AJv! Monsieur^ Monsieur^ 
c*est totU-dfait Frangoise.^ As he proceeded, the 
child advanced nearer to him. She shook back the 
rich, dark curls that shaded her face, bent her head 
forward, half parted her bright lips, and listened 
with the uncertain and eager expression of one 
who is catching a half remembered tune, the key to 
a thousand awakening recollections. It was evi- 
dent that she did not comprehend the purport of 
the words, and that it was the sound alone to 
which her delighted ear was stretched. 

A smile played about her lips, and tears gather- 
ed in her eyes, and there seemed to be a contra- 
riety of emotions, confounding even to herself; 



ROMANCE IN REAL LIFE. 207 

but that which finally prevailed was indicated by 
her throwing her apron over her head, and re- 
treating to the doorstep, where she sat down, and 
for some moments, vainly attempted to stifle her 
sobs. She had just become tranquil, when Wrs. 
Reynolds entered. 

The elder traveller said, in an interrogating 
tone, " That is your child, ma'am ?" 

" I call her mine," was the brief and not very 
satisfactory reply. 

" She resembles neither you nor your husband,'' 
resumed the traveller. 

" No ; she does not favour us." 

" I fancied she had a French look." 

" I can't say as to that," replied the landlady j " I 
never saw any French people." 

" My friend here is a Frenchman," pursued the 
traveller, " and the Uttle girl listened to him so in- 
tently, that I thought it possible she might under- 
stand him." ' 

" No, I guess she did not sense him," replied 
Mrs. Rejrholds, with an aur of indiflerence ; and 
then turning hastily to the child, " Mary," she 
said, " there is more company ; go and see if your 
father does not want you." 

She went, and did not return. Mrs. Re3mQld8 
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herself removed the table. The dder genUem^A 
sat down to write a letter ; whfle the Frenchman 
walked to and fro, opened the doors, and peeped 
in every direction to get a glimpse of the Uttle 
girl, who seemed to have taken complete posses- 
sion of his imagination. Once, as she ran through 
the passage, he called to her, " Dovcement ! douce- 
ment ! mon petit awg^e"— she stopped as if she 
were glued to the floor. " How call you your • 
name, my dear V 

"Mary Reynolds, sir." 

" Then Madame there, Mistress Re3molds, is 
your maman?" 

"She is »» 

" Mary, what are you staying for 1 Here— thia 
instant!" screamed Mrs. Reynolds from the kitchen 
door, in a tone that admitted no delay, and the 
child ran off without finishing her sentence. 

" CPeat bien eingvlier P^ muttered the French- 
man. 

" What do you find so smgular, Jaubert ?" ask- 
' ed his companion, who had just finished his letter, 
and thrown down his pen. 

" Oh ! it is nothing— perhaps— but — ^ 

"*9ut' what, my friend?^ 

" Why, there seems to me some m3r»tery about 
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this child ; something in her manner, I know not 
what, that stirs up strange thoughts and hopes in 
my mind. She is not one of the pale, blond beau- 
ties, of your climate." 

" Ah ! my good friend, we have all sorts of 
beauties in our chme. All nations, you know, 
have sent us their contributions. The blue eye 
and fair skin, the Saxon traits, certainly prevail 
in our Eastern States j but you know we bord^ 
on New- York, the asylum of the dark eyed Hu- 
guenots, and it is not impossible that to this child 
may have been transmitted the peculiarities of 
some French ancestor. Nothing is more common 
than a resemblance between, a descendant and a 
far off progenitor." 

" Ah ! it is not only the French, the Norman aa- 
pect, the— do not ridicule me— the Angely traits 
that attract me ; but you yourself noticed how 
she Ustened to my language, and then this Mis- 
tress Reynolds does not say she is her child, but 
only she calls her so." 

" Pshaw ! is that all ? It is the way of my 
country people, Jaubert; their indirectness is 
proverbial. If one of them were to say *yea' 
or ' no,' you might suspect some deep mystery. 
I confess I was at first startled with the little girl's 
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emotion, but I soon pefoeiTod it was nothing but 
shame and anberraflsment at the curiosity she 
had betrayed. I see how it is, Janbert ; fimitlesB 
and hopeless as is onr search, yon cannot bear to 
relinquish it, and are looking for some coup de 
thedtre, some sudden transition from disappoint- 
ment to success." 

We have put into plain English a conversation 
that was supported in French, and was now bro-^ 
ken off by the approach of Mrs. Re3aiolds, who 
came to tell the travellers their bedrooms were 
ready. By the light of the candle she brought, 
she discovered Mary, concealed in a comer of the 
passage close to the door, where, in breathless 
stillness, she had been listening. "You here^ 
Mary !" exclaimed the good woman ; " I thought 
you had been in bed this half hour. You will 
make me angry with you, Mary, if you do not 
mmd me better than this," she added in an under 
tone, and the child stole away, but without looking 
either very penitent or very fearful ; and in truth 
she had cause for neither penitence nor fear, for 
she had only gratified an innocent and almost ir- 
repre^ible inclination; and as to Dame Reynolds's 
anger, it was never formidable. 

The travellers retired to their respective apart- 
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ments, and while the landlady lingered to adjust 
het parlour, the letter that had been left on the 
table caught her eye. Nothing could be more na- 
tural than for her to look at the superscription. 
Painfully she spelt out the first line. " A Mm- 
sieur, iMbfmcur"— but when she came to the next^ 
her eye was rivetted, « <85f. Jean Angely de Creve- 
CcEurP After gazmg on it till she had made 
assurance doubly sure, she was hastenmg to her 
husband to participate the discovery with him, 
when, apparently changing her intuitions, she 
retreated, bolted the door, and returned to the ex- 
amination of the letter. It ^as unsealed. Re- 
luctant to op«i it, she compromised with her con- 
science. Mid peeped in at both ends, but the wri- 
ting was not perceptible, and her interest over- 
coming her scruples, she unfolded the letter. 
Alas ! it was in French. In vain her eye ran over 
the manuscript to catch some words that might 
serve as clues to the rest. There was nothing in 
all the three pages she could comprehend, but 
** arrwe a New- YorJiP-—^^ la rimere d? Hudson'*'^ 
" le rrumoir de Ldvingston?^ 

She was refolding the letter, when the follow* 
ing postscript, inadvertently written in English, 
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caught her eye: "As we have no encourage- 
ment to proceed farther m our search, and Jean 
and Avenel are all impatience, Jaubert will em- 
bark in the Neptune, which is to sail on the 
first." 

A gleam of pleasure shot across Mrs. Reynold's 
face, but it soon darkened again with anxiety and 
perplexity. " Why did I open the letter ?" she 
asked herself "Why did I look at it at all ? 
But nobody will ever know that I have seen it, 
unless I tell it myself; and why should I tell ?" 
A burst of tears concluded this mental interroga- 
tion, and proved that, ho^yeve^ earnestly her 
heart might plead before the tribunal of con- 
science, yet the stem decision of that unerring 
judge was heard. Self-interest has a hard task 
when it would mystify the path qf one \^ho ha- 
bitually walks by the clear light of truth, straight 
onward in the path of duty. 

It may seem natural to the inexperienced, that 
Mrs. Reynolds did not communice^te her embar- 
rassment and irresolution, from whatever cause 
they proceeded, to her husband; but she well 
knew what would be the result of a consultation f 
for.he, good man, never viewed a subject but 
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fh)m one position, and we are all slow to ask 
advice that we foresee will be counter to our 
wishes. 

Mrs. Reynolds, so far then from appealing to 
ihe constituted authority of her household, locked 
her discovery within her own bosom, and, to 
avoid an suspicion and inquiry, she coniposed 
herself as soon as possible, and retired to her bed, 
but not to sleep ; anA at peep of dawn she was 
up and prepared to obtain all thesatisfacti(m that 
indirect intern^tion could procure from the 
travellers; and her mental resolution, invigorated 
by a night's solitary reflection, was " to act up f6 
her light" 

They had ordered breakfast at a very early- 
hour, and she took care to be the only person i;^ 
attendance on them. When they were seated al 
table, she placed herself in a rocking chair be- 
hind them, a position that happily reconciles th6 
necessity of service with the dignity of indepen- 
dence, and began her meditated approaches, by 
s^ saying to her own countryman, " t believe you 
left a letter here last night, sir ; I laid it in tk^ 
cupboard, for fear of accidents." 

^Thank you, ma»amj I ought to have been 
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more carefuL It was a letter of some e<His6- 
quence." 

" Indeed ! Well I was thinking it might be." 

" Ah ! what made you think so ?" 

Now we must premise, that neither of the par- 
ties speaking, knew any thing of that sensitive- 
ness that starts from a question as if an attack 
were made on private property ; but they pos- 
sessed, in common, the good natured commu- 
nicativeness that is said to characterize the New- 
England people, who, in their colloquial traffic^ 
as in other barter, hold exchange to be no rob- 
bery. 

Most women are bom diplomatists,, and Mrs. 
Reynolds took care to reply to the last interroga- 
tory so carefully as not to commit herself. " It 
stands to reason," she said, " a letter that is to go 
all the way over the wide sea to the old countries, 
should be of consequence." 

" Yes— it is a long voyage." 

" You have taken it yourself, perhaps, sir ?" 

" I have. I went out an officer on board one of 
our cruisers, and was wrecked on the coast of 
France." 

" Of France I Well, we are hand and glove with 
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Ihe French now j but I tell mf buabaiid it Heema 
ta nic likp joiaing willi our enemies against those 
of our own household," 

** Ah ! Mrs. Reynolds, ^ frientla are sometimes 
bett<?r than kJifidred.' I am surs my own fa- 
lb er*B son could not have been kinder to me than 
nvas Monsieur Angel^ de Crfeve-Cceur— bey, Jau- 

" All ! t^raimentj Mon»ieuri c*e»tun bien brave 
htymmej Moml^^r St. Jean Angehj?^ 

^ Aogcly !" said Mrs. Keynolds, as if recalling 
some faded recollect ion j " An gel y— I think I have 
h^ard that name be fore.'' 

'^ It rnay b^. The gentleman 1 spe^of resided 
some time in tbis country." 

" But it cairt be the same," replied Mrs. Rey- 
nolds : " for Ihe person I speak of lived over in- 
Livingston's mnnner ; and kind to strangers he 
could not be, for he deserted hia own J3e6h and 
bloody aud wput ofT early hi the war/^ 

" It may be the sailie for all that, and must be* 
As to his deserting^ bis cbildren^ ' thereby bangs a 
tale}' but it is a long one." 

^^ Well, sifj if yo« bave any thing to say in his 
favour, I am bold io say I think you onght lo 
speak it ; especially as the gentleman seems to ^ 
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have stood your friend in a cloudy day. Tlie 
story certainly went sadly against him h^*e." 

" I have not the slightest objection, ma'am, to 
telling the story, if you have the patience to hear 
it ; e£$)eeially as I see I must wait till Jaubert 
his finished two iRore of your nice fresh eggs— 
* eggs of an hour,' Mrs. Reynolds." 

" We always calculate to have fresh eggs, sir. 
But what was you going to say of Mr. Angely 7* 
she added, betraying, in the tremulous tones of 
her voices some emotion more heart stirring than 
curiosity, laubert turned a glance of inquiry on 
her that was answered by a sudden rush of Uood 
to her cheeks ; but the narrator proceeded with- 
out noticing any thing extraordinary. "It was 
my good, or ill hick," he said, " and it is only in 
the long run that we can tell whether luck be 
good or ill^-butit was my luck to be shipwrecked 
on the coast of Normandy, and good luck it cer- 
tainly was, Jaubert, in my distress, to make such 
a port as the ChSiteau de Creve-Cceur— the castle, 
or, as we should call it here, Mrs. Re3molds, the 
estate of the Angely's. A fine family they are. 
You may think what a {Measure it was to me to 
find a g^tleman acquainted with my country, 
and speakuig my language, as did Mr. St. Jean 
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Angely. He was kind and affable to me, and al- 
ways doing something for my pleasure, but I 
could see he had a heaviness mt his heart— that 
he was often talking of one thing and thinking of 
another—nothing like so gay as the old gentie- 
man, his father ; who was like a fall flow;er— one 
of your marigolds, Mrs. Rejmolds, spreading it- 
self open to every ray of sunshine, as if there 
were no frosts and winter and death at hand. I 
felt a pity for the young man. With every thing 
that heart could desire, and without a heart to en- 
joy, he s6emed to me like a sick man seated at a 
feast of which he could not taste. The day be- 
fore I was to have come away, he took me aside> 
and, after saying that I had won his entire confi* 
dence, he disclosed to me the following pairticu* 
lars : — 

" He entered the French army early in life, 
and while yet a hot blooded, inconsiderate youth, 
he killed a brother officer in a duel, and was 
obliged to fly his country. He took refuge in 
Lisbon. Judgement, I may say mercy, too— in 
the dealings of Providence, Mrs. Reynolds, one is 
always close on the track of the other— followed 
him thither. Mr. Angely found employment in 
a mercantile house, and was standing writing at 
19 
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hiB dedc at the momeBt of the terriUe etnih^ 
qoske that laid Xjabon in ruins. The timbers ot 
the house in which he was, were pitched in such 
a manner as to form a sort of arch over hiii 
head^ on which the falling roof was sustained, and 
fhm he was^ as it were, miraculously delivered 
from danger. From Lisbon he came to this 
country^ ' Mechanics,' says a Spanish proverb, 
' make the best pilgrims,' but, I am sure, not bet- 
ter than Frenchmen ; for cast them where yoU 
win, they will get an honest living. Mr. Angely 
eame up to Livingston's manor, and Ihere he took 
a fancy to a pretty Yankee girl, the only child 
df a widow, and married her. He earned a sub^ 
sistence for his family by surveying. The coun- 
try was new, and skilful surveyors scarce. After 
a few years his wife died, and left him three chil^ 
dren/' 

'' Three I" repeated Mrs. Reynokls, involunta^ 
rily sighing. 

"Yes, poor things! there were three of them } 
too many to be left in these hard times fatherless 
and motherless.'' 

"Ah, sir ! and what must we think of the fa« 
ther that could forsake his little children at such 
a time V^ 
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^ Think no evil, my friend; for Mr. Angely 
Sid not deserve it. He was employed by Mrs. 
Livingston, early in the war, to go down the river 
to survey some land near New-York. There he 
was taken by the British as a spy, and, in spite oi 
his remonstrances, sent to England. This was 
before the French had taken part with us, and he 
dbtaiined leave to go to France, on giving his par 
Tole that he would not return to America. He 
received a parent's welcome, an4 the affair of the 
duel being nearly forgotten, a pardon was ob- 
tained for him without difficulty. If he could 
have forgotten his children, he would have been 
as happy as man could be; but his anxiety for 
them preyed on hlsliealth and spirits; and when 
t arrived at the chateau^ his friends imagined he 
was sinking under some unknown disease. He 
had not communicated to his father the fact of 
his marriage and the existence of his children 
when I arrived there. The old gentleman, kind 
hearted and reasonable ijx the main, has all the 
prejudices of the nobility in the old countries 
about birth, and his son was afraid to confess that 
he had smuggled an ignoble little yankee into 
the ancient family of the Creve-CiBiirs. So good 
«n opportunity as I afforded of communicating 
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with his children, could not be passed by, and he 
at length summoned courage to tell the truth to 
his father. At first, he was wroth enough, and 
stormed and vapoured ; but, after a httle while, his 
kind nature got the mastery of the blood of the 
Crive-Cceurs, and he consented to the children 
being sent for— the boys, at least." 

"Only the boys!" exclaimed Mrs. Re3molds, 
feelmg relieved from an insupportable weight. 

" Only the boys. But the old gentleman might 
have as well saved all his credit, and sent for the 
girl to; but that was not his pleasure. Well, 
Monsieur Jaubert here, a relative and particular 
in^d to the family, came out with me to take 
charge of the children^ We found the boys with- 
out much difficulty ; two noble little fellows, that 
a king might be proud of. After waiting for some 
time for Monsieur Angely's return, the overseers 
of the poor, believing he had abandoned his child- 
ren, bound them out The httle girl had been 
removed to some distance from her brothers. 
We fbuiid the place where she had been, but not 
the family. The husband and wife had quarrelled, 
and separated and disappeared ; and all the mfor- 
mation we could obtain, was a vague story that 
such a child had Uved there and had run away ; 
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and as nobody in these troublesome times can do 
more than look after their own children, this poor 
thing was left to her fate. Hopdess as it appears, 
Jaubert is not willing to give up our search. He 
fancies every brunette he sees is the lost Marie^ 
and only last evening he would have persuaded 
me, that your black eyed little girl might be this 
stray scion of the Creve-CcBurs." 

Mrs. Reynolds rose and left the room, and did 
not return till she was sufllci^itly composed to 
ask, in an assured voice, "What was their object 
in looking for the girl, if the father did not mean 
to reclaim her ?" 

" He did mean to reclaim and provide for her/' 
replied the traveller, " and for that purpose I have 
^mple funds in my hands. He only conceded to 
the old gentleman her remaining in the country 
for the present." 

" Had you any direction as to how you were to 
dispose of her?" 

" Yes, positive orders to convey her to Boston, 
and place her imder the guardianship of a French 
lady who resides there, a friend of Mr. Angdy— 
one Madame Adelon." 

" But could you find no trace (rf the child V^ 

»* Not the slightest" 
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^ And you have determined to make no fiirther 
Inquiry?*' 

"MTiy ^ould we? Inquiry is useleaB^ and 
would but delay to a tempestuous seascm Jau- 
berVB return with the boys.'' 

Our readers are doubtless sufficiently awar^ 
that the adopted child of our good landlady was 
the missing child of Monsieur Angely. A few 
words win be necessary to explain how she be^ 
came possessed of her. 

Mrs. RejmoTds and her husband were, two 
years prior to this period, approaching the close 
of a winter day's ride. Their sleigh was gliding 
noiselessly through a dry, new fallen snow, when 
their attention was arrested by the moanings of 
a child. To stop the horses and search for the 
sufferer from whom the sounds proceeded, was 
the instinctive impulse of benevolence. They 
had not gone many yards from the road, when, 
nestled close to a rock, and in some measure de- 
fended from the cold by a qlump of laurels, they 
found a little girl, her hands and feet frozen, and 
ftearly insensible. They immediately carried her 
to the sleigh, and put their horses to their utmost 
speed 5 but, as they were none of tlie fleetest, and 
the nearest habitation was at several miles di»- 
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tauce, a considerable time elapsed before they 
coiild obtain the means of restoration, and in con- 
sequence of this'delay, and of severe previous suf- 
fering, it was many weeks before the child re- 
covered. In the mean time, though Mrs. Rey- 
nolds's residence was not more than thirty miles 
from the place where she had found the child, no 
inquiry was made for her. The account she 
gave of herself sulSiciently explained this neglect. 
She said she had no mother 5 that her father had 
left home just afler the snows melted and the 
birds came back 5 that he had left her and her 
two brothers, Jean and Avenel, with a woman to 
take care of them ; that when this woman had 
waited a great while for their father, she grew 
tired, and was cross to them, and then she too 
went away, and left them quite alone. Then she 
said they had nothing to eat, and she supposed they 
were the poor, for the men they called the over- 
seers of the poor took her and her brothers, and 
separated them, and she was carried a great way 
off to a woman who was very cross to her, and 
cross to her own children ; and her husband was 
cross too. One night he cavie home in a great pas- 
sion, and he began to whip his wife with his big 
whip, and his wife beat him with the hot shovel ; 



224 ROMANCE IN RSAL LIFE. 

and she, the child, was scared, ran out of the 
house, and far up into a wood, to get beyond their 
cries ; and when she would have returned, the 
snow was falling, and she' could not find the 
path, and she had wandered about till she was so 
cold and tired she could go no farther. Her 
name, she said, was Angely, and she believed her 
father was called a Frenchman. The only pa- 
rental relic she possessed confirmed this statement 
It was a locket which she wore suspended at her 
neck. It contained a lock of hair ; an armorial 
crest was engraven on the back, and under it was 
inscribed, "St. Jean Angely de Creve-Coeur." 
This simple story established the conviction that 
had been gaining strength in Mrs. Rejniold's 
mind, with every day's attendance on the inte- 
resting child, that they had been brought toge- 
ther by the special providence of God ; and most 
faithfully did she discharge the maternal duties 
that she believed had been thus miraculously im- 
posed on her. The little girl was, on her part, 
happy and delighted, and, though she sometimes 
bitterly lamented her father and brothers, yet, as 
the impressions of childhood are slight, the recol- 
Jection of them was almost effaced, when the mys- 
terious energies of memory were awakened by 
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the sound of a language that seemed to have been 
utterly forgotten. These events occurred during 
the revolutionary war, a period of disaster and 
distress, when a very diligent search for a friend- 
less child was not likely to be made ; and as no 
inquiry ever reached Mrs. Reynolds's ear, and as 
she deemed the foimdling an orphan, she had not 
hesitated to appropriate her. Her name was 
changed from Marie Angely to Mary Reynolds ; 
and the good woman seemed as secure and happy 
as any mother, save when she was reminded of 
the imperfection of her title by the too curious 
inquiries of travellers. On these occasions, she 
was apt to betray a little irritability, and to veil 
the truth with a shght evasion, as in the instance 
which excited the suspicion of our sagacious 
Frenclmian. 

Her condition was now a pitiable one. She had 
the tenderness, but not the rights of a parent. She 
was habitually pure and upright ; but now she 
was strongly swayed by her affections. She 
would have persuaded herself, that the abandon- 
ment in which she first found the child, invested 
her with a paramount claim ; but the stranger's 
story had proved that her fether had not volunta- 
rily abandoned her. Then she thought, « It can- 
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not be for Mary's interest, that I should give her 
up ;" and her mind took a rapid survey of the 
growing property of which the child was the heir 
apparent. But she would ask herself^ " What 
do I know of the fortune of her father ? But 
surely he cannot, he cannot love her as I do. 
Ah, I do not know the feeling of a real parent ;" 
and a burst of tears expressed the sadness of this 
conviction, and obliged her abruptly to withdraw 
from the presence of her guests, and leave them 
amazed at her sudden and violent emotion, while 
she retired to her own apartment, to implore gui- 
dance and support from Heaven. Those who ho- 
nestly ask for light to point out a way which they 
would fain not see, and for power to endure a 
burden from which their nature shrinks, are often 
themselves astonished at the illumination vouch- 
safed, and the strength imparted. This was the 
experience of Mrs. Reynolds. She rose from her 
devotions with the conviction, that but one course 
remained to her, and with a degree of tranquilli- 
ty, hastened to Mary's bedroom. 

The child was just risen and dressed. Without 
any explanation to her— she was at the moment 
incapable of making any— she tied her locket, 
ber sole credential, around her neck, led her 
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dowii stairs, and placing her hand in Jaubert*s^ 
she said, " You have fotind the child 1" and thert 
l^treated to hide the emoMon she could not subdiic* 

It was fortunate for her, that she was not com-' 
pelled to witness the gay demonstrations of JaU,^ 
bert's ecstacies, the graVer, but not inore eqiiivo^ 
cal manifestations of his companions Satisfaction^ 
ftnd the ainazement arid curiosity of the little girl^ 
Who was listening to the e^landtion of the stran- 
gely, with childlike animation, without adverting 
to her approaching separation from her who had 
given her the aiFection and cares of a parent. 

But when she came to be severed from this 
kind friend, she made amends for her thought* 
iessness. She clung to her as if nature had knit 
the bonds that united them, and, amid her cries 
ftnd Sobs, she promised always to remember and 
love her as a mother. Many have made such 

promises. Marie Angely kept them* 

- ' — 

Ten years subsequent to the events above nay* 
rated, a letter, of which the following is a trans* 
lation, was addressed by a foreigner in a high 
official station in this country, to his friend. ^ 

^' Dear BsftviLLi;— 

' It is, I believe, or should be, a ihaxun of 
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the true church, that confession of a sin is the first 
step towards its expiation. 

" Let me, then, invest you with a priest's cas- 
sock, and relieve my conscience by the relation of 
an odd episode in my history. When I parted . 
from you, I was going with my friend, Robert El- 
lison, to visit his father, who has a beautiM place 
on the banks of the Hudson. Young Ellison, 
as you know, is a thorough republican, and does 
not conceal his contempt for those of his compa- 
triots, who, professing the same principles, are 
really aristocrats in their prejudices and manners ; 
who, having parted, and as they pretend, volunta- 
rily, with the substance, still grasp at the sha- 
dow. To test these false pretensions, and to mor- 
tify an absurd pride, he joyfully acquiesced in a 
proposition I made to him, to lay aside the pomp 
and circumstance of my official character, and to 
be presented to his friends without any of the ac- 
cidental advantages with which fortune has in- 
vested me. You will inquire my motive, for you 
will not suspect me of the absurdity of crusading 
against the follies of society, the most hopeless 
of all crusades. No, as our own Moliere saya^ 

C'est une folie, a nuUe autre seconde, 
De vottloir se meter de corriger le monde. 
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My motives were, then, in the first place, a love of 
case, of dishabille ; an impatience of the irksome- 
ness of having the dignity of a nation to sustain; 
and, in the second place, I wished to ascertain 
how much of the favour lavished on me I should 
place to the account of the ambassador, and how 
much I might reserve to my own proper self. 

" You may call this latent vanity. I will not 
quarrel with you. I will not pretend that I was 
moved solely by a love of truth, by a pure desire 
to find out the realities of things ; but alas ! my 
dear Berville, if we were to abstract from the web 
of our motives, every thread tinged with self, 
would not warp and woof too disappear? Let, 
then, my motive be what it might, you will allow 
the experiment required courage. 

" We had some difiiculty in settling the precise 
point at which to gage my pretensions. ^ Do not 
claim a drop of noble blood,' said my friend, ' it 
would defeat your purpose. There is something 
cabalistic in that word * noble.' The young ladies 
at — ^ would at once invest you with the attributes 
of romance ; and the old dowagers would perse 
cute you with histories of their titled ancestors, 
and anecdotes of lords and ladies that figured in 
the drawiiig rooms of the colony. Neither must 
20 



930 mOMANCS IN REAL LIFE. 

you be a plain gentleman of fortune, though that 
may seem to you a sufficient descent from your 
high station ; but fortune has every where her 
shrines and h&t devotees. Y(m must be the ar- 
tificer of your own fortune, a talented young 
man who has no rank or fortune to be spoken of. 
\Miat say you to the profession of a painter, a 
portrait painter, since that is the only branch of 
the art that gets a man bread in this country.' I 
acceded without shrinking, secretly flattering my- 
self that my friend either imderrated my intrinsic 
merit, or did the world rank injustice. 

" When we arrived, we found a large party of 
the neighbouring gentry assembled to dine at 

• . I was received with great courtesy by 

the elder Ellison, and with kindness by Madame, 
on the gioimd, simply, of being an acquaintance 
of their son's. My friend took care to prevent 
any elation from my reception by sa3dng to me, 
in a low voice, *My- father, Grod bless him, has 
good sense, good feeling, and experience, and he 
weH knows that the value of gold does not depend 
on the circulation it has obtained ;' and truly, if 
he had knovm that I bore the impress of the king's 
^countenance, he could not have received me more 
graciously. There might have been more for* 



ROMANCE IN REAL LIFE. 231 

mality in his reception of the public functionary, 
but there could not have been more genuine hos- 
pitality. He presented me to his guests, and here 
I was first reminded of my disguise. Instead of 
the sensation I have been accustomed to see 
manifested in the lighting up of the face, in the 
deferential bow, or the blush of modesty, no emo- 
tion was visible. No eye rested on me, not a link 
of conversation was broken, and I was suffered, 
after rather an awkward passage through the 
ceremony, to retire to my seat, where I remained, 
observing, but not observed, till dinner was an- 
nounced. From the habit of precedence, I was 
advancing to lead Madame to the dining room, 
when I encountered my friend's glance, and 
shrunk back in time to avoid what must have ap- 
peared an unpardonable impertinence. I now 
fell into my modest station in the rear, and offered 
my arm to an awkward bashful girl, who I am 
sure had two left hands by the manner in which 
she received my courtesy, and who did not honour 
me so far as to look up to see who it was that had 
saved her from the mortifying dilemma of leaving 
the drawing room alone. I helped my companion 
from the dish nearest to me, and waited myself 
till Madame, reminded by her son of her ov^r- 
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sight, sent me a plate of soup. I was swallowing 
this, unmolested by any conversation addressed 
to me, when my friend's father said to him, * When 
have you seen the French ambassador, Robert? 
I hoped you would have persuaded him to pay 
us a visit.' 

" * Perhaps he may,' repiied my friend, * before 
the summer is over. He is at present out of the 
city, on some excursion.' 

"'A prodigious favourite is your son with the 
French ambassador, as I hear from all quarters,' 
said a gentleman who sat next Mr. Ellison. 

"*Ahl is that so, Robert? Are you intimate 
with Monsieur ?' 

" ' He does me the honour to permit my society, 
sir.' Every mouth was now opened in praise of 
the ambassador. None of the company had seen 
him, but all.had heard of his abilities, the charms 
of hi#3onversation, his iu'baiiity,his savoirplaire. 
* You must be proud of 3rour countrjnman, M. 
Dufau V (this was my assumed name) said my 
host, with that courtesy that finds a word for the 
humblest guest. 

" I said it was certamly gratifying to my na- 
tional feeling to find him approved in America, 
but that, perhaps it was not his merit alone that 
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obtained him such distinguished favour ; that I 
had' understood he was a great admirer of this 
country.; and though I should do him injustice to 
say * he praised only to be praised,' yet I believed 
there was always a pretty accurately measured 
exchange in this traffic, 

" ' The gentleman is right,' said an old Eng- 
lishman who sat opposite to me, and who had 
not before vouchsafed to manifest a consciousness 
of my existence ; ' this is all French palaver in 
Monsieur . He cannot be such a warm ad- 
mirer of this country. The man knows better ; 
he has been in England.' 

" I was too well acquainted with English man- 
ners to be startled by any manifestation of that 
conviction which an Englishman demonstrates in 
every part of the world, that his nation has no 
equal ; but I instinctively defended my country- 
man, and eager for an opportunity to test the col- 
loquial powers so much admired in the ambassa- 
dor, I entered the Usts with my English opponent^ 
and thus stimulated, I was certainly far more 
eloquent than I ever had been before, on the hi^ 
tory, the present condition, and the prospects of 
this country. But alas for the vanity of M. Du- 
fau I my host, it is true, gave me all the attention 
20* 
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he could spare from the courtesies of the table, 
but save his ear, I gained none but that half ac- 
corded by my contemptuous, testy, and impa^ent 
antagonist, who after barking out a few sentences 
at me, relapsed into a moody silence. 

" I next adcbressed some trifling gallantries to 
my bashful neighbour, fancying that she who was 
neglected by every body else, would know how 
to appreciate my attentions ; but her eyes were 
rivetted to a fashionable beauty at the upper ex- 
tremity of the table, and a ha-f a dozen *no, sirs,' 
and ^ yes, sirs,' misplaced, were aU the return I 
could obtain from her. To remain silent and 
passive, you know, to me, was impossible;. so I 
next made an essay on a vinegar faced dame on 
my left, far in the wane of life. * If my civilities 
have been led elsewhere, in this market,' thought 
I, * they will at least prove silver or gold.^ But 
here I received my cruellest rebuflf; for the lady, 
after apparently listening to me, said, ' I do not 
understand you.' I raised my voice, but she, de- 
termining to shelter the infirmity of age at my 
expense, replied, ' I am not so deaf, sir, but really 
you speak such broken English, that I cannot 
understand you.' This was too much; and I 
might have betrayed my vexation, if an intelligene 
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and laughing glance ftom my friend had not re- 
stored my good humour j and a second reflection, 
suggesting that it was far more important to the 
old woman's happiness that her vanity should re- 
main unimpaired, than it could be to me to have 
mine reduced, evea to fragmeiitl%I humbly begged 
her pardon, and relapsed*into a contented silence, 
solacing myself with the thought, that our en- 
counter was but an illustration of that of the china 
and earthen jars. But I will not weary you with 
detaihng all the trials of my philosophy, but only 
confess that the neghgence of the servants was 
not the least of them— the grinning self-compla- 
cency with which these apes of their superiours 
signified to me that my wants might be deferred. 

" After all, my humble position would not have 
been so disagreeable, if I had been accustomed to 
it. The world's admiration, like all other luxuries, 
in the end becomes necessary, and then, too, like 
other luxuries, ceases to be aijoyed, or even felt, 
till it is withdrawn and leaves an aching void. If 
this is Irish, set it down to my broken English. 

^* After dinner, I followed the ladies to the 
drawing room, and was presented by my friend 

to Miss , a reigning beauty. She received me 

with one of those gracious smiles, that a hacknied 
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bdle always bestows on a new worshipper at her 
shrine. Tliese pc^Mdar fa vo urite s, be it dergj- 
man, p(ditician, or beanty, are as covetous of the 
flatteries they receive, as a miser is oi gold. No 
matter how unclean the Teasel from which die in- 
cense rises ; no/natter what base alloy may min- 
gle with the precaous metaL Have you ever en- 
count»«d one of these spoiled fovourites in the 
thronged street, and tried tp arrest the attenticm 
for a moment ; to fix the eye that was roving for 
every tributary glance? If you have, you will 
understand, without my describing it, the distrait 
manner with which the befle recdved my first 
compliments. Even this was not long accorded 
me ; for a better accredited and more zealous ad- 
mirer than myself appearmg, she left me to my 
meditations, which were not rendered the more 
agreeable by my overhearing an old lady say, in a 
voice, which, though lightly depressed, she evi- 
dently made no effort to subdue to an inaudiUe 
key, * I wonder what possessed Robert Ellison to 
bring that French portrait painter here ! How the 
world has changed since the Revolution ! There 
is no longer any house where you don't meet 
mixed society.' My friend had approached ui 
time to overhear her as well as m3rself *The 
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ignoMtnt old fool!' he exclaimed, * shall I tell 
to that artists are the nobility of every coun- 
try r^ 

**'^o,' said I, *do not waste your rhetoric; 
^lere is no enlightening the ignorance of stupidi- 
ty ; a black substance will not reflect even the 
sun's rays.' 

"Ellison then proposed that I should join a 
party at whist ; but I coniplamed of the heated 
air of the drawing-room, and, availing myself of 
my insignificance, I followed the bent of my in- 
clinations, a privilege the humble should not un- 
dervalue, and sauntered abroad. The evening was 
beautiftd enough to have soothed a misanthrope, 
or warmed the heart of a stoic. Its peace, its sa- 
lutary, sacred voice, restored me to myself, and I 
was ashamed that my tranquillity had been dis- 
turbed. I contenmed the folly of the artificial 
distinctions of life, and felt quite indifferent to 
tiiem— when alone. 

" The ground in front of my friend's house 
slopes to the Hudson, and is still embeUished with 
trees of the majestic native growth. Where na- 
ture has left any thing to be supplied by art, walks 
have been arranged and planted 5 but carefully, 
so as not to impede the view of the river, which 
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was now in perfect repose. A sloop lay in the 
channel, its sails all furled, idly floating on ;hs 
slumbering surface. While I was wishing my 
friend were with me, for I am too nmch 8f a 
Frenchman to relish fully even nature, the fa- 
vourite companion of sentimentalists, in solitude, 
I saw a boat put off from the little vessel, and 
row slowly towards the shore. Presently a sweet 
female voice swelled on the stillness of the night, 
accompanied by the notes of a guitar, struck by 
a practised hand. Could any young man's mer- 
cury resist moonlight and such, music? Mine 
could not, and I very soon left behind me all of 
terra firma that intervened between me and the 
siren, and ensconced myself in a deeply shaded 
nook at the very water's edge, where I could see 
and hear without being observed. The boat ap- 
proached the spot where I stood, and was moored 
at half a dozen yards from my feet ; but as my 
figure was in shadow, and sheltered by a thick 
copse of hazel bushes, I was perfectly concealed, 
while, by a flood of moonbeams, that poured on 
my unsuspicious neighbours, I saw them as plain- 
ly as if it were daylight. These were two men, 
whom I soon ascertained to be the captain of the 
doop and an attendant, and that they were going 
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to a torn house in the neighbourhood for eggs, 
milk, &c. The two females were to remedn in the 
boat till their return. The lady of the guitar was 
inclined to go with them as far as the oak wood 
on the brow of the hiU ; but the captain persua- 
ded her to remain in the boat, by telling her there 
was a formidable dog on the place, which she 
might encounter. As soon as the captain \vas 
gone, her companiouj an elderly, staid looking 
country woman, said to her^ * Now, child, as I 
came here for your pleasure, you must sing for 
mine. None of your new-fangled fancies, but 
good Old Robin Grey.' 

" * Oh, Robin Grey is a doleful ditty ; but any- 
thing to reward you for indulging me in coming 
on shore.' 

^ She then sung that touching ballad* The 
English, certainly the Sfcotch, excel us as much 
in the pathos of unembeUished nature and truth, 
as we do them in all literary refinement, inge- 
nuity, and grace. I know not how mucli of the 
tribute that gushed from my heart was paid to 
the poetry and music, and how much to the 
beautiful organ by which they were expressed, 
for the fair musician looked herself like one of 
the bright creatioijs of poetry. I would describe 
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her, but description is cold and quite inadequate 
to convey an idea of her, and of the sc^e wiih 
which she harmonized. It was one of nature's 
sweetest accords; the bahny air, the cloudless 
sky, the river, reflecting like a spotless mirror the 
blue arch, the moon and her bright train; my«i* 
chantress, the embodied spirit of the evening, and 
her music the voice of nature. I might have for- 
gotten that I was in human mould, but I had one 
effectual curb to my imagination, one mortal an- 
noyance. Argus, confound him ! had followed 
me from the house, and it was only by dint of 
continued coaxing and caressing that I could keep 
him quiet. Before the ballad was finished, how- 
ever, he was soothed by its monotonous sadness, 
and crouching at my feet, he fell asleep, I believe. 
I forgot him. Suddenly * the damty spirit' 
changed from the low breathings of melancholy 
to a gay French air— the very ah", Berville, that ^ 
Claudine, in her mirthful moments, used to sing 
to us. The transition was so abrupt that it seemed 
as if the wing of joy had swept over the strings 
of her instrument. I started forth from my con- 
cealment. That was not all. Argus sprang out, 
too, and barking furiously, bounded towards the 
boat. The old woman screamed, ^ There is the 
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dog!' and the yotmg ladj, not less terrified, 
dropped her guitar, and, unhooking the boat, she 
seized an oar and pushed it off without listeamg 
to my apologies and assurances. In her agitation 
i^e dropped the oar, and her companion, still 
more tremulous than herself in her attempt to 
regain it, lost the other, which she had instinctive- 
ly grasped. As soon as the first impulse impart- 
ed to the boat was oxpended, it scarcely moved 
at all, and I had leisure to explndn my-sudden ap- 
pearance, and to say that my dog, far from bemg 
the formidable animal 4hey imagined, was a 
harmless spaniel, who ^lould immediately make 
all the amends in his power ibr the tern^ he had 
caused. I then directed him to the fioatmg oars. 
He plunged into the water and brought them to 
me, but he either did not, or would not under* 
stand my wish that he should convey them to the 
boat, which, though very slowly, was evidently 
receding from the shore. 1 then, without farther 
hesitation, threw off my coat, swam to the boat, 
and receiving there the oars from Argus's mouth, 
I soon reconducted the boat to its haven. There 
was something enchanting to me in the frankness 
with which my fair musician expressed her plea- 
sure at the homage I had involuntarily paid to her 
21 
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art, and the grace with which she received the 
eiight service I rendered her. Perhaps I felt it 
the more for the mortifying experience .of the 
day. I do not care very nicefy to anUyze my 
feelings, nor to ascertaki how much there was of 
restored self complacency in the delicious excite- 
ment of that hour. ^ 

" The elderly lady, for lady she must needs be, 
since my fair incognita called her mother, ex- 
pressed a matronly soUcitude about the effect of 
my wet garments, but I assured her that I^appre- 
hended no inconvenience from them, and I begged 
to be allowed to remain at my station till the re^ 
turn of their attendants. The circumstances of 
our introduction had be^ such as to dissipate aH 
ceremony. Indeed, this characteristic of English 
mamiers, would have as ill fitted the trustful, vor 
genuous, and gay disposition of my new acquaint^- 
ance, as a coat of mail her light, graceful person. 
She sung, at my request, our popular opera airs, 
with more effect, because with far more feeling, 
than our best professed artists. She talked of 
mtisic, and of the] poetry of nature, with genius 
and tiaste.; ahd she listened vnth that eager and 
pleased attention, which is the second best gift oi 
conversation. I should have taken no note of the 
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passage of time but for the fidgetting of the old 
lady, who often mtemipted us with expressions 
erf her concern at the captain's delay, for which 
he, quite too soon, appeared to render an account 
himself. As I was compelled to take my leave, 
I asked my fair unknoi^ if I might not be al- 
lowed t6 thii^ of her by some more accurate 
designation than the * Lady of the Guitar.' 

*^*My name is'— she replied promptly, and 
then, after a moment's hesitation, added, *No — 
pardon me, your romantic designation better suits 
the adventure of the night.' I was vexed at my 
disappointment, but she chased away the shade 
of displeasure by the graceful pla3rfulness with 
which she kissed her hand to me as the boat 
pushed off. I Imgered on the shore till she had 
reached the vessel, and then slowly retraced 
my steps towards the house. I was startled by 
meeting my friend, for my mind was so absorb- 
ed that I had not heard his approaching footstep. 
*Ah!' he exclaimed, *is this your philosophy? 
turned misanthrope at the first frown from the 
world?' 

"'My philosophy,' I replied, *has neither 
been vanquished, nor has it conquered, for I had 
forgotten ^ its trials'. 
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^My friend evidenUy bdiered, aotwithsfandlng 
my disclaimer, that my iranity required aome in- 
demnity for the homiliatioDsit had sustained, and 
he repeated to me some assnaging con^dimoits 
from his father. ^Bnt,' he conchided, 'lell me^ 
hare yon really turned sentimentalist, and heen 
holding high conTerse with the stars V 

^ ' With a most hrilhant star,' I reidied, and rela- 
ted my adrentme. 

^< Ellison's curiosity was excited, and he propo- 
sed we should take our flutes, go out in the bargo^ 
and serenade the' 'Lady of the Guitar.' I, of 
course, assented, and the next half hour found us 
floating around the little vessd like humble satelr 
lites. We played an accompaniment and sung 
alternately, he in English, and I in Frendh ; but 
there was no tok^i given that the offered incense 
was accepted; no salutation, save a coarse one 
from the captain, who invited us to go 'on boiffd 
and take some grog? We of course declined 
his professional courtesy, * Then, for the Lord's 
sake, lads,' he said, < stop your piping, and give 
us a good birth. Sleep, at this time o' night, is 
better music than the jolliest tune that erer was 
played.' 

" Thus dismissed, and diseomfited by the lady's 
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neglect, we tesumed our oars, and were preparing 
to return to tlie shore, when the cabin wmdcTw 
ivas gently raised, and our fair incognita sung 
a sweet little French air, beginning ^ AdieUy 
adieu P We remained, [sound, motion, almost 
breath suspended, till the song was finished.' 

' So Bweetly she bids us adieu, 
I think that she bids as return.' 

said my friend, and we instantly rowed our boat 
towards the stem of the vessel. At this moment 
the sash was suddenly dropped, and taking this 
jfpr a definitive * Gtood tiight,' we retired. 

" Now, dear Berville, I have faithftdly related 
the adventures of my masquerade—my boyish 
pastime, you may ca^ it. Be it so. This day 
has been worth a yec^ of care and 4ignity. I shall 
return to New-York in ^ few days. Till thi^, 
farewell. Yours, 

" Constant.'* 

But though M,: Constant professed hiniself sa- 
tisfied with his day, there was a lurking disquie- 
tude at his heart. He had written to assure him- 
self there was nothing there he dare not express, 
tqid yet he had concluded without once alluding 
21* 
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to the cause of his sdf-reproach. He had folded 
the letter, but he opened it, and added ;— 

" P. S. I did not describe to you my friend's 
vexation that the responded song was in French. 
^ Ah !' said he, ' I see there is no chance for such 
poor devils as I, so long as you are neither mar- 
ried nor betrothed? " 

He again closed the letter, and was for a mo- 
ment satisfied that there could be nothing in the 
nature of that which he had so frankly commu- 
nicated that requu*ed concealment. He walked 
to the window and eyed the little vessel as a miser 
looks at the casket that contains his treasure ; 
then starting from his reverie, he took from his 
bosom a miniature, and contemplated it steadfast- 
ly for a few moments ; " It is my conscience that 
reproaches me,'' he said, " and not this serene, be 
nign countenance* O Emma ! thou art equally 
incapable of inflicting and resenting wrong, and 
shall thy trust and gentleness be returned by even 
a transient treachery ? Am I so sure of faithfully 
keeping the citadel that I may parley with an 
enemy ?" 

The result of this self-examination was a deter- 
mination to bum the letter, and to dismiss for- 
ever from his mind the enchantress whose power 
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had so swayed him from his loyalty. But though 
he turned from the window, resolutely closed the 
bUnd, and excluded the moonlight, which he fan- 
cied influenced his imagination as if he were a 
lunatic; though he went to bed and sunk into 
oblivious sleep, the spirit was not laid. Imagina- 
tion revdled in its triumph over the will. He was 
in France, in beautiful France— more beautiful 
now than in the visions of memory and affection. 
He was at his remembered haunts in his father's 
grounds ; the " Lady of the Guitar'* was with him ; 
she sang his fevourite songs ; he saw her spark- 
ling glance, her glowmg cheek, her rich, dark 
tmts, 

** The embrowning of the fruit that tells 

How rich within, the soul of sweetness dwells ;" 

he heard the innocent childlike laugh, that, 

•" without any control, 
Save the sweet one of gracefulness wrung from her sonL" 

Then there was interposed between him and this 
embodied spirit of his joyous clime a slowly mo- 
ving figure; a cold, fair, pensive countenance^ 
that had more of sorrow than resentment, but 



348 ROMANCE IN REAL LIFE. 

ftiU, thongfa ito reproach was gentle, it was the r^ 
proach of the sterti spectre of consci^ice. He 
cast down his eyes, and they fell ou the word 
^ BSTROTREP," traced in the sand at his feet The 
''Lady of the Guitar" was gaily advancing to- 
wards him. Another step, and her flowing mantle 
would have swept over the word^ and eSaeed. it for- 
ever. He raised his hand to deprecate her ap- 
proach, and awoke ; and while the visions of sleep 
•till confusedly mmgled with the recollections and 
resolutions of the preceding day, he was up and 
at the window ; had thrown open the hHnd,- and 
ascertained that the vessel still lay becalmed in 
the stream. That virtue is certainly to be envied, 
that does not need to be shielded and fortified by 
opportunity and circumstance. If the vessel had 
disappeared, the recollections of the evening 
might have t)een ,as evanescent and ineffectual aa^ 
the dreams of the night ; but there it was, in fine 
relief, and as motionless as if it were encased in 
the blue waters. In spite, of M. Constant's excd- 
lent resolutions, he lingered at the window, and 
returned there as if he were spellbound. Strangt 
power that could rivet his eyes to an ill shapen lit- 
tle Dutch skipper ! But that body did contain a 
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spirit, and that spirityfieemingly as perturbed as his 
own,. soon appear^, moving with a light st^ to 
and fro <m the deck. 

The apartment M. Constant occupied, was fair, 
nished, among other, luxuries, with a fii^ spy- 
glass. To resist usuig this f^ility fqr closer 
communion was impossible; and by its aid he 
could perceive every motion oX " the lady of his 
thoughts,^' almost the chafes of her countenance. 
He saw she was gazmg on the sHore^ and thaJt she 
turned eagerly to h&c con^ianion^ to point her ajb- 
tention to some object that had caught her eye^ 
aiid, at the same moment, he perceived it was his 
friend, who was strollmg on the shore. Ellison 
saw him too, and waved his handkerchi^ln salu- 
tation. M. Constant returned the greeting, ibrew 
down the glass, and withdrew, from the window 
with a feeling of compimction at hjs indulgence, 
as if he had again heard that word betrothed 
spoken. Why is it that external agents have so 
miu;h influence over the mysterious operations 
of conscience 1 Why is it that ita energy so c^ten 
i^eeps wlule tliere is no witness to the wrong we 
commit ? " Keep thy heart, for out of it are the 
issues of life." 

Atorbreakfost, Ellison said to M. Coastal^ I 
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am afraid you find your masquerade dull. Let 
us beguile the mormng by a visit to your * Lady 
of the Guitar.' TTiere is nothing lends such wings 
to tugae as a pretty girl. Our guests are a dull 
concern." 

" A dull concern, when there is a beauty and » 
fortune among them?" 

" Yes, a sated belle is to me as disagreeable as 
a pampered child ; as my grandmother's little pet, 
Rosy, whom I saw the other day, tossing away 
lier sugar plums, and crying, * Tis not sweet 
enough;' and as to fortune, though I am neither a 
philosopihenior a sentimentalist, I shall never take 
the temple of H3anen In my way to wealth ; for of 
all speculations, a matrimonial speculation seems 
to me the most hazardous, and the most disgrace- 
ful. But we loiter. Will you pay your devoirs 
to our unknown ?'* 

" I believe not ; I have letters to write this 
morning." 

" To Emma? Pardon me— I do not mean ta 
pry into your cabinet, but if the letters are to her 
they may be deferred. She is a dear good sou^ 
and will find twenty apologies for every fault yon 
commit." 

"If they are to her, such generosity should not 
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be abused. No, I will not go. But on what pre- 
text will you?" 
, " Pretexi, indeed ! does a pilgrim seek for a pre- 
text to visit my Lady of Loretto, or the shrine of 
any other saint? Here comes the gardener with 
« basket of fine fruit which I have ordered to be 
prepared, and of whidi 1 shall be the bearer to 
the sufferers pent in that dirty sloop this breath- 
less August morning— from- mere philanthropy, 
■ you know. Commend me to Emma," he added, 
gaily ; *^ I will bear witness for you that your en- 
thusiasm for this-imknown was a mere cov^ do 
la luncy and that, when daylight appeared, you 
were as loyal, and— as dull as a married man." 

Ellison's raillery did not render the bitter pill 
of self-denial more palatable to M. Constant. He 
turned away without rej^y, but, instead of return- 
ing to his apartment, he obtained a gim, and in- 
quiring the best direction to pursue in quest of 
game, he sauntered into a wooded defile, that 
wpund among tfie hills, and was so enclosed 
by them as not to- afford even a glimpse of the 
river. Here he threw himself on the grass, took a 
blank, leaf from his pocket book, and began a son- 
net to constancy, but broke off in the middle ; 
flcaribbled half a dozen odd lines from the different 
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songs that had entranced him on the preceding 
evexiiiig;, fetched a guitar; then rose, and, still 
niuang, pursued his way up the defile. The 
path he had taken led him around the base of an 
eminence to a rivulet that came frolicking dowft 
a hill, now leapmg, and now loitering with tl^ 
capricious humour of childhood. He traced it to 
its soinrce, a clear fountain, bubbling up from the 
earth, at the foot of a high precipitous rock. 
Clusters of purple and pink wild flowers hung 
from the clefts of the rodcs, wreathing its bare 
old front, and presenting a beautiful harmony in 
contrast, like infancy and old age. The rock and 
the sides of the fountain formed a little amphi> 
theatre, enclosed and deeply shaded by the momi- 
tain ash,-the aromatic hemlock, and the lofty bass- 
wood. This sequestered retreat, with its fres^ 
aspect and sweet exhalations, afforded a delicious 
refuge from the fierce heat and overpowering 
light of an August day. M. €k)nstant was linger- 
ing to enjoy it, when his ear caught the sound of 
distant and animated voices. He started, and for 
a moment thought himself cheated by the illu- 
»ons of a distempered fiEmcy ; but as the sounds 
approached nearer, he was assured of their re- 
ality, and they affected him like the most pain- 
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fill discord, though they were produced by the 
sweetj clear, poietrating voice of the unknown, and 
the hitherto welcome tones of his friend. 

The impropriety of a young girl straying off 
into such a solitude with an acquaintance of an 
hour was obvious, but was, perhaps, more shock- 
ing to M. Constant than it would have been to a 
perfectly disinterested observer. It gave a dread- 
ful jar to his preconceived notions, and contrasted 
rudely enough with the conduct of the preceduig 
night, when the lady had, with such scrupulous 
delicacy, forborne to show herself on the deck of 
the sloop. As they drew nearer, he thought there 
was something in the gay, familiar tones of Elli- 
son, disgusting ; and the laugh of the lady, which 
before had seemed the sweetest music of a youth- 
ful and mnocent spirit, was now harsh and hoy- 
denish. The strain of their conversation, too, 
for they were near enough to be heard distinctly, 
while the windings of the path prevented his 
being seen, though it was graceful chit-chat 
enough, appeared to hun trifling and flippant in 
the extreme. As they came still nearer, he lis- 
tened more intently, for he had a personal interest 
in the subject. 

" And so, my ' Lady of the Guitar,'^ " said Elli- 
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■on, " you persist in preserving that scrap of papel^ 
merely, I presume, as a specimen of the sister 
urts of design and poetry. You are sure those 
scratches are meant for a guitar, and hot a Jexlrs- 
liarp, and that the fragment is a sonnet, and not 
a monody." 

"Certainly, it is a sonnet; the poet says so 
himself. See here—* Sonnet a la Constance? *' 

"Well, it is certainly in the strain of a 'la* 
m^nt' My friend was in a strait; what he would 
do, he could not Ckmstancy is a very pretty 
theme for a boarding-school letter, but I am afraid 
the poor fellow will not find his inspiration in thid 
tame virtue?" 

" Ah ! these tame virtues, as 3^u call them," 
replied t&^lady, " are the salutary food of life, 
while your themes of inspiration are intoxica- 
ting draughts, violent and transient in their ef^ 
fects." 

"A very sage lesson, and very well conned. 
Did your grandmother teach it to you ?" 

" No matter— 1 have got it by heart." 

" O, those moral New-Englanders, they change 
all the poetry of life to wise saws. Thank hea- 
ven, you have escaped from them m time to re- 
tain some portion of your original mercurial na- 
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ture. But now let me tell you, my sage young 
friend, that same paper may prove as dangerous 
where you are going as a match to a magazine. 
So, let me advise you, either keep it quite to your- 
self, or give it to the winds." 

« You talk riddles, Mr. Ellison 5 but I wiU not 
be quizzed into believing this little castaway scrap 
of paper can be of any import" 

" Let me label it for you then, if, as I see, it is 
to be filed among the precious stores of your 
pocket book." 

There was a short pause, when the lady, as M. 
Constant supposed, looking over EUison's super- 
scription, read aloud, ^' Love's Labour Lost," and 
then exclaimed, "Pshaw, Robert, how absurd!" 
and tore off the offensive label, while %d laughed 
at her vexation. 

M. Constant felt that it would be very embar- 
rassuig for him to be discovered as a passive 
listener to this conversation. He had been chain- 
ad to the spot by an interest that he would 
gladly not have felt, but which he could not sup- 
press. 

Another turn would bring them directly be- 
fore him. To delay longer without being seen 
was therefore impossible. As he put aside the 
rustling branches, he heard Ellison exclaim, " Ha I 
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there are some startled quails f but before his 
friend could take a more accurate observation, he 
bad sprung around an angle of the rock, and wa» 
beyond sight and hearing. 

The gentlemen met before dinner. M . Con- 
stant was walking on the piazza, apparently . 
moody and little diq)osed to sjrmpathise with El- 
lison's extravagant expressions of admiration of 
■fee unknown, or of regret that the fresh breeze 
was now waftmg the vessel and its precious cargo 
far away. 

**In the name of heaven, Constant," he said, 
** what has so suddenly turned you to ice? Last 
night you.seemed to think it necessary to inven 
-—pardon me — allege some apology for your 
prompt' sensibility, and you said it was not the 
beauty, the voice, the grace, or any of the obvious 
and su£5ieient charms of this young enchantress — 
that was your word— that fascinated you, but it 
was a resemblance to the glowing beauties oi 
your own clime ; and now, if you had been bom 
trf; the north pole, and she at the equator, you 
could not manifest less affinity." 

"There are certain principles," 'replied M. 
Constant, cddly, " that overcome natural affini- 
ties. I hope you have passed your morning 
agreeably?" 
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** Agreeably? deUghtfully ! Ova iriccgndta in 
more beautiful &an you described her." 

" Is she then still incognita to you?" asked M. 
Ck>nstant, iitrith a penetrating glance. 

"Not exactly; she fayoured me with her 
name." 

^Hernamel what is it 7" 

" Pardcm me, I am under a prohibition not to 
teU." 

"The lady certainly makes marked distinc- 
tions. She is as reserved towards others, as frank 
to you.", 

" She had her reasons." 

^* Doubtless, but what w^e they ?" 

" >Vhy, one was, that I refused to tdl her your 
name." 

" And why did you that?" 

" I had my reasons too." 

M. Constant was vexed at the myel&ry hiA 
friend affected. He was annoyed, too, at his per- 
fect self complacency and imperturbaUe good na- 
ture, and, more than all, ashamed of his own irri- 
tability. He made an effort to overcome it, and 
to put himself cm a level with Ellison. He suc- 
ceeded so far in his efforts, as to continue to talk 
of the lady with apparent nomhaUmce, tiU h« 
22* 
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was suDMnoned to dinner ; but, though he tried 
every mode his ingenuity could devise, he could 
not draw from his friend the slightest allusion to 
the lady's extraordinary visit to the shore, or any 
particular of their interview, which explained the 
perfect familiarity that seemed to exist between 
them; and what made this mystery more inscru- 
table, was the tone of enthusiasm which Elhson 
maintained in speaking of the lady, and which 
BO young man sincerely feels without a sentiment 
<rf respect. 

In spite of M. Constauf^s virtuous resolutions 
and efforts, the "Lady of the Guitar" continued 
to occupy his imagination, and he determined to 
take the surest measures to dispel an influence 
which he had in vain resisted. As he parted 
from his friend at night, he announced his inten- 
tion of taking his departure the following morn- 
ing. After expressing his sincere regret, Ellison 
said, " You go immediately to town ?" 

« No ; I go to Mr. Liston's." 

'*Ah! is it so?" 

" Even so, Ellison ; but no more till we meet 
again. I have supported my masquerade with 
little spirit $ but do not betray me, and we, nei- 
ther of uf , shall lose reputation." 
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M. Constant had for a long time been cm terms 
of intimacy and friendship w^h Miss Liston. 
This lady belonged to one of the most distin- 
guished families in oiur comitry. She was agree- 
able in her person, had a fimd of good sense, was 
well informed, and perfectly amiable. Such cha- 
racters are admirable in the conduct of life, if not 
exciting to the imagination ; that precious faculty, 
which, like the element of fire, the most powerful 
and dangerous agent, may warm or may con- 
sume us. Long and intimate friendship between 
unfettered persons of different sexes is very likely 
to terminate, as that of M. Constant and Miss Lis- 
ton terminated, in an engagement. 

He had a sentiment of deep and fixed affection 
for her, which, probably, no influence could have 
materially affected ; but when that being crossed 
his path, who seemed to him to realize the bright- 
est visions of his youth, he felt a secret conscious- 
ness that the fidelity of his affection was endan- 
gered. The little mystery in which the unknown 
was shrouded, the very circumstance of calling 
her " the unknown," magnified the importance of 
tiie afl^, as objects are enlarged, seen through a 
mist He very wisely and prudently concluded 
that the surest way of dispelling all illusion, would 
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be frankly to relate the particulars to Miss Lis- 
ton, only reserving to himself certain feelings 
which would not be to her edification, and which 
he believed would be dispelled by participating 
their cause with her. Accordingly, at their first 
meeting, he was meditating how he should get 
over the embarrassment of introducing the sub- 
ject, when Miss Liston said, " I have a great plea- 
sure in reserve for you," and left him without 
any farther explanaticm, and in a few moments 
returned, followed by a lady, and saying as she 
re-entered, " Marie Angdy, you, and Constant, my 
best friends, must not meet as strangers." A half 
suppressed exclamation burst from the lips of 
both. All M. Constant's habitual grace forsook 
him. He overturned Miss Liston's workstand, 
workbox, and working paraphernalia, in advan- 
cing to make his bow. Miss Angdy's naturally 
high colour was heightened to a painful excess; 
she made an efibrt to reciprocate the common 
courtesies of an introduction, but in vain; the 
words faltered on her lips, and after struggling a 
moment with opposing feelings, the truth and. 
simplicity of her heart triumphed^ and, turning 
to Miss Liston, she said, '' Yoiur friend, Emma, is 
the gentleman I met on the river," 
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Miss Liston had been the confidant of all ner 
romantic young friend's impressions from her 
moonlight interview with the stranger, and it was 
now her turn to suffer a full share of the embar- 
rassment of the other parties. She looked to M. 
Constant for an explanation. Never had he, in 
the whole course of his diplomatic career, been 
more puzzled ;^but after a moment's hesitation 
he followed Miss Angely in the safe path of in- 
genuousness, and truly told all the particulars of 
his late adventures, concluding with a goodhur 
moured censure of his friend Ellison, who had 
long and intimately known Miss Angely, and who, 
to gratify his mischief-loving temper, had con- 
trived the mystery which led to the rather awk- 
ward diwmement. 

Thus these circumstances, which might have 
befen woven into an intricate web of delicate em- 
barrassment and romantic distress, that might 
have ended in the misery of one, perhaps of all 
parties, were divested of their interest and their 
danger by being promptly and frankly disclosed. 

Miss Angely, whom our readers have already 
recognised as the little ^rl of the inn, had met 
with Miss Liston at a boardmg school in Boston, 
where, though Miss Liston was her elder by se- 
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reral years, they formed an enthusiastic, and, rare 
in the annals of boarding schools, an enduring 
friendship. 3farie Angely had iaithiiilly discharged 
the debt of gratitude to Mrs. Rejmcdds, and though 
acquiring, as may he supposed, somewhat of the 
fastidiousness that accompanies refined education 
and intercourse, no one could perceive any abate- 
ment of her respect or affection for her kind pro- 
tectress, or the slightest diminution of her fsmoili- 
arity with her. She passed a part of every 
summer with her, always called her mother, and, 
by the fidelity of her kindness and the charm of 
her manner, she difiused light and warmth over 
the whole tract of Mrs. Reynolds's existence. 
She linked expectations, that might have been 
blasted, to a happy futurity, and cherished and 
elevated affections, T^ch, but for her sunny in- 
fluence, would have been left to wither and perish. 
Oh that the fortunate and happy could know how 
much they have m theur gift ! 

Miss Angely had been on one of her annual 
visits to her humble friend, and was on her way, 
accompanied by her, to New-York, where she 
was to join Miss Liston, when the incidents oc^ 
curred which we have related. 

There is nothing in the termination of our ta]^ 
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to indemnify the lover of romance for its previous 
dulness ; but it is a true story, and its materials 
must be received from tradition, and not supplied 
by' imagination. 

M. Constant was, in the oourse of a few weeks, 
united to Miss Liston. This lady had long che- 
rished a hope that her friend would be a perma- 
nent member of her family, and she used every 
art of affection to persuade her to remain with 
her at least so long as she should decline the suits 
of all the lovers who were now thronging aroimd 
her, attracted by her beauty or loveliness, or the 
eclat she derived from her intimacy with the wife 
of the ambassador. M. Constant did not very 
warmly second his wife's entreaties. He perhaps 
had a poignant recollection of certain elective 
ciffinitiesy and his experience taught him the 
truth, if indeed he had noi derived it from a higher 
source, that, in the present infbm condition of 
human virtue, it is always safest and best not vo- 
luntarily to "enter into temptation." 

Miss Angely returned to Boston. M. Constant's 
union with Miss Liston was one of uninterrupted 
confidence and conjugal happiness; but it was 
not destined to be of long duration. His wife died 
in about a year after their marriage. Among her 
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papers was found a letter addressed to her hus- 
band, written in expectation of the fatal issue of 
the event that had terminated her life, in which 
she earnestly recommended her friend as her suc- 
cessor. In due time her request was honoured. 
M. Constant married Miss Angely. After resi- 
ding for some time in America, they went to 
France, where she was received as an ornament 
to her noble family, and acknowledged to be 
"the brightest jewel in its coronet" 

Far from the mean pride of those who shrink 
from recurring to the humble stages in their pro- 
gress to the heights of fortune, Madame Constant 
delighted in relating the vicissitudes of her life, 
and dwelt particularly on that period, when, as 
Mrs. Re3molds's handmaid, she considered herself 
honoured in standing behind the chair of the wife 
of the great General Knox. 

" The longest day comes to the vesper hour." 
Madame Constant closed at Paris a life of virtue, 
prosperity, and happiness, in July, 1827. 
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CONNECTICUT RIVER. 

BY MRS. SIGOURNEY. 



Fair Riveb ! not unknown to dassic song; — 
Which still in varying beauty roll'st along, 
Where first thy infant fount is faintly seen, 
A line of silver mid a firinge of green ; 
Or where, near towering rocks, thy bolder tide, 
To vrin. the giant guarded pass doth glide ; 
Or where, in azure mantle pure and free, 
Thou giv'st thy eocA hand to the waiting sea ; — 
Though broader streams our sister realms may boast 
Herculean cities and a prouder coast, 
Yet, from the bound where hoarse St. Lawrence roars. 
To where La Plata rocks the sounding shores ; 
From where the urns of slimy Nilus shine. 
To the blue waters of the blushing Rhine ; 
Or where Illissus glows like diamond spark. 
Or sacred Oranges whelms its votaries dark ; 
No brighter skies the eye of day may see. 
No soil more verdant, nor a race more free. 
— See, where, amid their cultured vales, they stand, 
The generous offspring of a simple land ; 
Too rough for flattery, and all fear above, 
Kmg, priest, and prophet in the homes they love. 
23 
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On equal hm their anchofd bopen 'fie slaj'4 

Bj afl interpreted, and a9 obej'd. 

Alike the despot, and the stave they hate^ 

Andiiae firm cohmrns (if a faappjr state. 

To them content is blis; and kbom; health; 

And knowledge, power; and tme le^gkn, wealth. 

The fanner, heie, with honest pieasnre sees 
His oidiazds bhuhing tothe fisrvid bieeae, 
Hu Ueating flocks^ the riteaiers care who need, 
His waving woods, the winter file that feed, 
His haxdy steen^ that break the yidding soil, 
ffis patient sons, who aid their Other's toil, 
The ripening fields, lor jqjoos harvest diest, 
And the white spire that points a world (rf* rest 
— ^ffis thii^ mate, aoHatoas to bear 
An equal bniden in the yoke <^caie, 
With vigorous arm the flying diuttle heaves^ 
Or from the press the golden cheese receives; 
Her pastime, when the daily task is o'er. 
With apron dean, to seek her neighbour's door, 
Piirtake the friendly feast, with social gbw. 
Exchange the news, and make the stocking grow; 
Then, hale and cheerfol, to her home repair. 
When Sol's slant ray renews her evening care^ 
Press the frill odder for her children's meal, 
Rock the tired babe, or wake the tmiefbl wheeL 

Sec, toward yon dome, where village science dwdk 
What time the waminjjf dock its ^mnMms sweUs^ 
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What tiny feet the well known path explore, 

And gaUy gather from each sylvan door. 

The new wean'd child, with murmur'd tone proceeds 

Whom her scarce taller baby brother leads, 

Transferr'd as burdens, that the housewife's care 

May tend the dairy, or the fleece prepare. 

Light hearted group ! who gambol wild and high, 

The daisy pluck, or chase the butterfly, 

Till bysome travellers wheels aroused from play. 

The stiff salute, with £auce demure, they pay. 

Bare the curPd brow, or stretch the ready hand, 

The untutored homage of an artless land. 

The stranger marks, amid the joyous Hnr, 

The little baskets whence they hope to dine ; 

And larger books, as if their dexterous art 

Dealt most nutrition to the noblest part. 

Long may it be, ere luxury teach the shame 

To starve the mind, and bloat the unwieldy frame ! 

Scorn not this lowly race, ye sons of pride ! 
Their joys disparage, nor their hopes deride ; 
From germs like these have mighty statesmen sprung, 
Of prudent counsel, and persuasive tongue ; 
Bold patriot souls, who ruled the willing throng, 
Their powerful nerves by early labour strong ; 
Inventive minds, a nation's wealth that wrought, 
And white hair'd sages, skiU'd in studious thought j 
Chiefs, who the field of battle nobly trod. 
And holy men, who fed the flock of God, 
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Here, mid the graves by tiise so sacred made^ 
The poor, lost Indian slmpbetB in the shade ; 
He whose canoe with arrawy swiftness clave, 
In ancient days, yon pure cerulean wave ; 
Son of that spirit, whom in storms he traced, 
Through darkness followed, and in death embraced — 
He sleeps an outlaw, mid his forfeit land, 
And grasps the arrow in his mbulder*d hand. 
Here, too, those warrior sires with honour rest, 
Who bared in freedom's cause the valiant breast, 
Sprang from their half drawn Airrow, as the erf 
Of threaten'd liberty came thrilling by, 
Look'd to their God, and rear'd in bulwark round 
Breasts free from guile, and hands with tdl embroWn*d, 
And bade a monarch's thousand banners yield — 
Firm at the plough, and ]gl(»rious in the field; 
Lo 1 here they rest, who every danger braved, 
Unmark'd, imtrophied, 'mid the soil they saved. 

Round scenes like these, doth warm remembrance gtide, 
Wl)ere emigration rolls its ceaseless tide. 
On western wilds which thronging hordes expbre^ 
Or ruder Erie's serpent haunted shore, 
Or far Huron, by unshorn forests crown'd, 
Or red Missouri's unfrequented bound, 
The exiled man, when midnight shades invade^ 
Couch'd in his hut, or camping on the glade. 
Starts from his dream, to catch, in echoes clear, 
The boatman's song that pleas'd hb boyish ear; 
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While the sad mother, said her children's mirth, 
Paints with fond tears a pcrent's distant hearth, 
Or charms her rustic babes "*?ith tender tales 
Of thee^blest River ! and thy velvet vales ; 
Her native cot, where ripening berries swell, 
The village school, and sabbath's holy bell ; 
And smiles to see the infant soul expand 
With proud devotion for that father land. 



THE 

FIELD OF THE GROUNDED ARMS, 
SARATOGA. 

BY FITZ-GREENE HALLECK^ 



Stbangebs ! your eyes are on that valley fixed 
Intently, as we gaze on vacancy, 

When the mind's win^s o'erspread 

The spirit world of dreams. 

True^ 'tis a scene of loveliness — the bright 
Green dwelling of the Summer's first bom honrs^ 

Smiling^ through tears of dew^ 

A welcome to the mom. 
23* 
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And mofiiietanis their wekome. Sim and cloud 
Smile aa the green earth firoAi their home in heaveOi 

Evesi as the mother smiles 

Ahove her cradled hoy — 

And wreathe their li^ and shade &et pbm and 

tarn, 
O'er sleei^ess seas of grass whose waves aie flown% 
The rhrei's golden shmea^ 
rhe finest of dai^ pmes. 

The song of Uie wild Inrd is on She wind, 
The hmn of the wild bee, the music wild 

Of waves npcm the bank, 

Of leaves upon the bough. 

Bat an is song and beauty in the land, 
In these her Eden days — then journey on I 

A thousand scenes like this 

Win greet you ere the eve. 

T& linger yet Te see no^ hear not now 
The sunny smile, the music of to-day — 

Your thoughts are wandering up^ 

Far up the stream of time ; 

And long slept recollections <^ dd tales 
Are rushing on your memories, as ye breate 
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That valley's storied name, 
Field of the Grounded Arms I 

Gazers I it is your home — American 

Is your lip's haughty smile of triumph here ; 

American your step — 

Ye tread your native land. 

And your high thoughts are on her Glory's day. 
The solemn sabhath of the week of Battle, 

When Fortune bowed to earth 

The banner of Burgoyne. 

The forest leaves lay scattered, cold and dead, 
Upon the withered grass that autumn mom, 

When, with as withered hearts, 

And hopes as dead and cold, 

Wb gallant army form'd their last array 
Upon that field in-silence and deep gloom, 

And, at their conqueror's feet. 

Laid their war weapons down. 

SuUen and stem, disarmed, buf not dishonouied, 
Brave men, but brave in vain, they yielded there— 

The soldier's trial task 

Is not alone to die. 
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Honour to duvaby ! the conqueror's breath 
Stains not the ennine of his fi)eman*s fiune^ 

Nor mocks his captive's doom — 

The bitterest cup of war. 

But be that Htterest cup the doom of all 
Whose swords are lightning-flashes in the doQd 

Of the invader's wrath, 

Threatening a gallant land! 

His army's trumpet tones wake not alone 
Her slumbermg echoes — fymi a thousand hilb 
Her answering vmces shout^ 
And her bells ring — " To arms 1" 

Then danger hovers o'er the invaders march, 
On raven wings ; hushing the song of Fame^ 
And Glory's hues of beauty 
Fade fiom the dieek of Dea^. 

A foe is heard in every rustling lea^ 
A ftnrtress seen in every rock and tree; 

The veteran eye of Art 

Is dim and powerless then, 

And War becomes the peasant's joy ; her drum 
His merriest music, and her field of death 
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His couch of happy dreams, 
After Life's harvest home. 

He iMUtles, heart and ann, his own blii6 sky 
Above him, and his own green land around, 

Land of his father's grave, 

His blessing and his prayers ! 

Land where he learnt to lisp a mother's name, 
The first beloved on earth, the last forgot, 

Land of hb frolic youth. 

Land of his bridal eve ! 

Land of his children ! Vain your columned strength, 
Invaders ! vain your battle's steed and fire ! 

Choose ye the morrow's doom, 

A prison or a grave I 

And such were Saratoga's victors — such 

The peasants brave, whose deeds and death have given 

A glory to her skies, 

A music to her name. 

In honourable life her fields they trod. 
In honourable death they sleep below. 

Their sons' proud feehngs here 

Their noblest monuments. 
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Feelings, as proud as were the Greek's <^ old, 
When, in his country's hour of &me he stood, 

Happy, and young, and free, 

Gazing on Marathon ! 



AUTUMN MUSINGS. 

BY GEORGE LUNT. 



Comb thou with me 7 — if thou hast worn away 

All this most glorious summer in the crowd, 

Amid the dust of cities and tho din, 

While birds are caroling on every spray — 

I^ from gray dawn till solemn night's approach, 

Thy soul hath wasted all its better thoughts, 

Toiling and panting for a little gold, 

Drudging amid the very lees of life. 

For this accursed slave that makes men slaves — 

Oh ! come with me into, the pleasant fields ; 

Let Nature breathe on us and make us free. 

For thou shalt hold communion, pure and high, 
With the great spirit of the universe. 
It shall pervade thy soul ; it shall renew 
The fandes of thy boyhood ; thou shalt know 
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Tean, most unwonted tears, dimming thine eyes,— 
Thou shalt forget under the old brown oak, 
That the good south wind and the Uberal west 
Have other tidings than the songs of birds, 
Or the soft news wafted from fragrant flowers. 

Look out on nature's face — and what hath she 
In common with thy feelings 7 That brown hill — 
Upon whose side, from the gray mountain ash 
We gathered crimson berries — looked as brown 
When the leaves feU twelve autumn suns ago. 
This pleasant stream, vnth the well shaded verge, 
On whose &ir surface have our buoyant limbs 
So often played, caressing and caressed— 
Its verdant banks are green as then they were — 
So, went its bubbling murmur down the tide. 
Yes, and the very trees — ^those ancient oaks. 
The crimson-crested maple, v^ving elm, 
And &ir smooth ash, with leaves of graceful gold — 
Look like familiar feces of old friends. 
From their broad branches drop the withered leaves- 
Drop, one by one, without a single breath. 
Save when some eddying curl round the old roots 
Twirls them about in merry sport awhile. 
They are not changed ; their office is not done : 
The first free breeze of spring shall see them fresh, 
With sprouting twigs bursting from every branch, 
As should fresh feelings from our withered hearts. 
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Scorn not the moral ; for while these have warmed 

To annual heauty, gladdening the fields 

With new and ever glorious garniture, 

Thou hast grovm worn and wasted — almost gray, 

Even in thy very summer. *Tis for this 

We have neglected Nature ! ^f^naring out 

Our hearts and all life's dearest charities, 

In the perpetmd turmoil, when we need 

To strength^i and to purify our minds 

Amid the venerahle woods ; to hold 

Chaste converse with thefoimtains and the winds! 

3o should we elevate our souls : so, he 

Ready to stand and act a nobler part 

In the hard, heartlesis struggles of the world. 

Day wanes ,• 'tis autumn's eventide again j 
And, sinking on the blue hill's breast, the sun 
Spreads the large bounty of his level Maze, 
Lengthening the shades of mountains and tall trees, 
And throwing blacker shadows o'er the sheet 
Of this dark stream, in whose unruffled tid».. 
Waver the bank shrub and the graceful elm, 
• As the gray branches and their trembling leaves 
Catch the soft whiagpcr of the coming air. 
So doth it mirror every passing cloud. 
And those which fill the chambers of the west 
With such strange beauty, fidrer than all thrones, 
Blazoned with barbarous gems and gorgeous gold« 
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I see thy full heart gathering in thine eyes : 

I see those eyes swelling with precious tears ; 

But if thou couldst have looked upon this scene 

With a cold brow, and then turned back to thoughts 

Of trafSc in thy fellow's wretchedness, 

Thou wert not fit to gaze upon the fiice 

Of Nature's naked beauty — most unfit 

To look on fidrer things, the loveliness 

Of earth's unearthly daughters, whose glad forms 

And glandng eyes do kindle the great souls 

Of better men to emulate pure thoughts, 

And, in high action, all ennobling deeds. 

But lo ! the harvest-moon ! she climbs as Mr 
Among the clustered jewels of the sky, 
As, mid the rosy bowers of paradise. 
Her soft light, trembling upon leaf and flower. 
Smiled on the slumbers of the first-bom man. 
And, while her beauty is upon our hearts. 
Now, let us seek our quiet home, that sleep 
May come 'Without bad dreams ; may come as light 
As to that yellow headed cotftige boy. 
Whose serious musings, as he homeward drives 
His sober herd, are of the frosty dawn 
And the ripe nuts, which his own hand shall pluck. 
Then, when the lark, high courier of the mom, 
Looks firom his airy vantage o'er the worid, 
And, by the music of his mounting flight, 
24 
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Tcllfl many UeflBed things <^ gushing gold t 

Coming in floods over the eastern wave^ 
Wm we arise, and ouf^pure orisons 
Shall keep us in the troubles of the day. 



TO THE ICE MOUNTAIN. 

BY JAMES O. ROCKWELL. 



Gbave of waters gone to rest! 

Jewel, dazzling all the main ! 
Father of the diver crest 1 

Wandering on the trackless plain, 
Sleeping mid the wavy roar, 

Sailing mid the angry stormy 
Ploughing ocean's oozy floor, 

PiMng to the clouds thy form! 

Wandering monument oC rain, 

Prisoned by the suflRi north! 
But to melt thy hated dbain, 

Is it, that thou comest forth 9 
Wend thee to the sunny south, 

To the glassy summer sea, 
And the breathings of her mouth 

Shall unchain and gladden thee ! 



f 
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Roamer in the hidden path, 

'Neath the gveen and clouded wave ! 
Tran^ling, m thy leckkss ittzath, 

On the lost, but cherished brave ; 
Parting love's death-linked embrace— 

Cmdiing beantjf s skeleton- 
Tell ns whfit the hidden race 

With our mourned lost have dime I 

Floating Sleep ! who in the sun 

Art^m icy- cofonal; 
And, beneath tiie viewless dun, * 

• Throw'st o'er barks a wavy pall ; 
Shining Death upon the sea ! 

Wend thee to the southern main; 
Bend to God thy melting knee. 

Mingle with the wave again 1 



THE MOTHER'S GRATE 

BT WII«LlAll 6RIOO, M. P. 



It was a mom in summer. Nature smiled 
'Neath the rich mantle of the glorious sun, 
Who, like a god, majestically rose 
From his bright chamber of eternity, 
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And o'er the earth his golden vapour poured. 

The waters spiead their crystal &bce, a wide^ 

Unbroken mirror of the ambient sky, 

While on then: pdished surface lightly played 

The dazzling sunbeams of that quiet mom. 

The sporting zephyr, with the pensite leaves 

In gentle dalliance, newer beaxity gave, 

As they were wakened from their hdy rest, 

And joyed, yet trembled, in the liquid light 

Which bathed them in its flood. Day's bahny breath, 

Rich withHhe morning tribute of the flowerl^ 

floated aldng to pour its hallowed sweets 

Among the dwellings of the busy world. 

I stood within a churchyard. Art had there 
Mingled its coimnn with the moss-grown stone 
That marked the spot where humble beings lay. 
The urn-crowned monument, that proudly stood 
Upon the ashes of the highborn dead| 
In golden blazonry described the chain 
Of proud, ennobled ancestry that claimed 
The buried praised one as its brightiest link. 
With careless eye I scanned the epitaphs 
That stained the marble's purity vdth words— 
Th^ vainest mockery of the silent dead 1 
What work pf art can speak the thrilling tone% 
The voiceless utterance of the silent grave 7 
^The measured movement of the plumed hearse, 
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llie marble pile, the gilded epit^Ii, 
Speak not the language of the broken heart 

There was a ample stone whereon was writ 
l*AMother's Grave.* How eloquent the words ! 
They wSStea" ine far baeE to other timesy 
When in the days of arttess in&ncy 
The silent stone had told my mother's name. 
That tale seemed toldagain. Though youth was past 
And the cold calmness of maturer years 
Had lulled the pangs my early boyhood knew, 
Yet in that tongueless marble lurked a spell, 
That wove around me memory's deathless joys. 

'Twas evening when I sought that spot again. 
Becdde the grave tiiree little children 0fQdi 
The oldest was a boy, who scarce could claim 
Eight summers' sports his own — ^the next; a giri 
Whose tender spring had knovm but six returns — 
And then, a lovdy cherub, like the bud 
Whose annual visit she four times had welcomed. 
Each in&nt's^hand was in the other's dasped-^ 
A living crescent, at their mother's grave — 
And fondly gazing on that sacred spot 
They read the withering word^ which said their firi^k^ 
Their dearest, truest M^id, slept the deep sleep 
Which wakens (mly in etemitjr, 
9A* 
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Oh ! is there in the waste of human things 
A stream so pure and clear as that which wells 
From the deep fountain of a mother's heart 1 
No! no I by the stem laws of nature, no ! 
In infancy's soft hour the bud is bathed 
In the warm fondness of maternal love, 
And nourished to expand in the full Uoom 
Of unpolluted youth — and even when 
It ripens into fruit of age, the same 
Nutritious fount supplies its manly strength, 
And knows no hind'rance to its pleasant course^ 
Down to the barriers of the Vernal grave. 

A mother's love ! the strongest, truest type 
Of the pure love the Saviour bears mankind ! 
Brightest in daxftst hours ! most seen when clouds 
Of ignominy rest upon her boy I 
And, like the. diamond, showing best its power 
When other gems are lost in shades of night. 
Her love shines out and yields its secret rays, 
When trouble lowers the blackest o'er her child. 

' I since have vidited that holy tomb. 
A pensive wiQow bending over it, ~ 
And a small basket filled with fresh plucked flowers 
Standing beside the stone, assured my heart 
That grave was not forgotten. 
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What ridi joy 
; ThoM dnteocu childxen fed, whoM bosoiiM echo 
To the soft strains fond memoiy loves to wake 
/ Oer some gieen spot on time's receding shore, 
I Brightly iUmnined by a mother's smile ! 
I But how much hofier thnrs, who^ looking back 
Along the course thdr devious footsteps knew, 
Perceive no stain upon the hallowed snow 
Of c^dhood's gratefol duty ! 



COLONEL BOONE. 

BT N. P. WILLX8. 



** CoLoirBL Dakibl Booirx, the first settler of |[«iitiicky» 
in conseqaence of losing aQ his property by the chicanery of 
the law, exiled himself from society, and took up his residence 
on the banks of the Grand Osage, in company with his son. 
He there reared his rade log hnt, around which he planted a 
few escolent vegetables, and, his principal food he obtained by 
hunting. An exploring traveller, sometimes crossing the way 
ef this sii^ular man, would find him seated at the door of his 
hut, with bis rifie across his knees, and his fidthfid dog at his 
side, surveying his shrivelled Umbs, and iaihenting ti0l his 
youth and manhood were gone, but hoping his legs would serra 
him to the last of life, to carry him to spots freqnentedHby tfas 
game, that he might not starve. 



191 COLONEL BOOKE 

" In his Bofitode he would sometimes speak of his past aes> 
tions, and of his indefatigable labours, with a glow of delight oit 
his countenance, that indicated how dear they were to his hear^ 
and would then become at once silent and dejected. Thus he 
passed through life till he had attained the age of ninety, when 
death suddenly terminated his earthly recollections of the ingra* 
titude of his fellow creatures, at a period when his faculties, 
though he had reached such an age, were not greatly impaired, 
September 26th, 1820.'^ 



Alone I Abne !— How drear it » 

Always to be alone ! 
In such a depth of wildemess^ 

The only thinking one ! 
The waters in their path rejoice^ 

The trees together sleep ; 
But I have not one human voice 

Upon my ear to creep. 

The son upon the silent hills 

His mesh Of beauty weaves ; 
There's music in the laughing rills 

And in the whispering leaves ; 
The red deer like the breezes fly 

To meet the bounding roe, 
But I have not a human sigh 

To cheer me as I go ! 
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Pve hated men — I hate them now-* 

But since they are not here^ 
C thirst for the fiumUar Inow t 

Thirst for the stealing tear. 
And I should loYe to gaze on one, 

And feel the other creep— 
And then again Vd bo alone 

Amid the fbiiest deep. 

I thought that I should bve b^ iiooiidi 

And hear mycracklBg gpn, 
Till I forgot the thrilUng found' 

Of voices — one by on# ; 
I thought that| in the leafy boali 

Of nature, they would die; 
Bu(^ as the kindred waters ruab, 

Resisted feelings fly !^- 

Fm weary of my voiceless hut, 

And of its blasted tree; 
The v^ lake is like my lot, 

So silent constantly. 
I've gazed upon the fijvest gbopi 

Untal I ahnost fear- 
When will the gushing voices oon^ 

My spirit thirsts to he«r?— 
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THE FAIR PILGRIM. 



" From fortune and from fatne they fled 
To Heayen and its devotion." 

^ Ellen Moore, I love you, but I cannot go 
wiUi you >" said the daughter of a noble house, as 
she stood in her youthful beauty, among the sha- 
dowy elms of her father's park. The diminutive 
figure of the person whom she addressed was al- 
most hid in the foliage of the trees, but ^e raised 
her dark eye, and her voice was low and sweet, as 
Bhe replied ; ** Lady, it is not ibr the love you 
bear me ; look into your own soul for some holier 
and higher motive." The lady leaned her brow 
on her hand, while Ellen calmly watched her 
countenance. There seemed to be some strong, 
bitter conflict within; there was an agitated flush 
on her cheek, and her eye was bright with the 
fervour of intense feeling. - 

" Oh, EUen," at length she said, while a deeper 
and deeper colouring suflused her face, "how 
can I leave parent and sister, my own pleasant 
home, and the land of my fathers ; am I not a 
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ch|ld^ a very child, and is it for me to make thifl 
sacrifice, and bring down 4^e gray Iiairs of my 
fether in sorrow to the grave? and would it not 
be sin," she added, in a deeper tone, " to go away, 
across the wide blue waters, without my father's 
blessing ?" There was something almost of stern- 
ness in the voijce of Ellen, as she replied 5 " Lady, 
we cannot glorify God in this land, and so he 
hath opened for us a way in the deep, and a path 
in the mighty waters. Lady, do you turn from 
that path, so that you may not forfeit your fe- 
ther's blessing?" 

"Leave me now, Ellen, leave me, for my soul 
is dark;" said the Lady Charlotte, in a voice of 
entreaty. " This night," replied the humble and 
devoted girl, " the pilgrims set out on their weary 
way ; sweet lady, delay not, I pray you." " But 
leave me," said she, in a firm, decided tone, " I 
will know my duty, and though it be the wither- 
ing of every joy, and the blighting of every hope, 
God shaH see, and man shall see, that the sacrifice 
can be made." 

As Ellen turned to obey, she saw ^mething 
of the fixedness of stem resolution in the coun- 
tenance of the noble girl ; her lip was livid and 
compressed, and licr whole face had the hue 
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6f death; but it seemed that the conflict wa« 
drer, and as her light foot pressed tiie path home- 
ward, the 8}Hrit oi Ellen Moore was going tip in 
praise. 

It is not for tis to draw aside the veil from the 
dtoctity of that solemn hour, when the beautiful 
lady of OlenvUle, amid Weeping, and agony, and 
jjrayer, gave up the joys that seemed ready to blos- 
tom before her, and all the hopes of a rich imagi- 
iia^n, and all the loves of a warm and affectionate 
heart. 

Yet there was peace in her breast, as she turn • 
edW step to the castle, and a serene smile shone 
011 her pale, thoughtM countenance, as she lin- 
gered for a moment at the gate. Within was her 
bright and beautiful, sister, who had loved her 
ttnce the Urst gleamings of memory^ with whom 
ilie had played and laughed by the sunny foim- 
tams in childhood, who had shared all her youth- 
fbl studies, and sorrows, and joys. And her fa- 
ther—there was agony in the thought. She was 
the hope, the pride, the darling of his old age. 
IMany noble and beautiful sons had he borne to 
the grave, but rather, far rather, would he see 
both of his sweet lone daughters lying beside 
them, than embracing the religion of the Puritans. 
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Afkoiher^ too, was there; one whom she loved 
with the truest affection : the Lady Charlotte was 
the betrothed of a noble earl. All these she was 
lo see this night in mirth and gladness, and see 
them no more for ever. Midnight was the hour 
appointed for the meeting of the pilgrims on the 
beach ; and it was not ten, when Lady Charlotte 
retired to her room. She felt that the last awful 
parting was over, and leaning her face on h&t 
hands, she now gave vent freely to her suppressed 
feetings. She suddenly felt a light arm flimg 
about her neck. " Dear sister, why do you weep 1 
Let me comfort you ;" said her sister Eliza, as 
she bent to kiss the tears from her cheek. The 
lady was overcome ; she threw herself into her 
sister's arms, and wept long and violently. 

This paroxysm of grief, however, subsided, and 
she felt the necessity of immediate exertion, for 
midnight was approaching, and she was yet with- 
in the walls of the castle. So stifling her heart 
rending sobs, she rose calmly from her sister's bo- 
som, and throwing back her rich brown hair from 
her fair forehead, and eyes suffused with tears, en- 
deavoured with a smile beautifully calm, to con- 
ceal the anguish of an aching heart. " Pardon 
»ne sister," she said, " that I have been betrayed 
26 
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into mich weakness ; but m j spirits are opprentoed 
to-night^" she added, in a voice that was tremip 
lous, notwithstanding her efforts. ^' Have I lost 
my sister's confidence?" said the Lady Eliza, ga^* 
zing at her with surprise and concern. '^ Do not 
gaze so at me now," said the unfortunate girl, ^^I 
need rest and sleep, and my heart throbs so pain^ 
fully that I cannot speak: But this will tell you 
all that I would say^ and more ;" she said, as she 
presented to her a beautiful pocket Bible. " If you 
see me no more by the sunny glade and the mossy 
spring, it will comfort you for my absence. Eliza 
you will be the stay of our father!" The Lady 
Eliza gazed with astonishment at her sister, and 
could only account for her language by supposing 
her delirious. But Charlotte so strongly opposed 
her alarming the family, and from that time seem- 
ed so calm and composed, that she concluded it 
was only a momentary wildnessj and, after 
watching her anxiously till her gentle breathings 
indicated that she was asleep, threw herself on the 
couch beside her, and was soon buried in pro- 
found slumber. 

It was a bright moonlight evening, and Ellen 
Moore stood in the shadow of an ancient elm, 
waiting the approach of the noble lady. Hour 
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afier hour she waited in vain ; at length the beU 
of the castle tolled eleven, and she turned in bit- 
terness of spirit to retrace, with anxious haste, 
her path to the beach. At that moment, a shadow 
darkened the opening in the avenue, and the lady 
of Glenville stood, pale and breathless, by the side 
pi Ellen Moore. Arm in arm, they walked silently 
and quickly forward. Ellen saw that the eye of 
the lady was clear and bright, and that her brow 
was calm with the fervency c^devotk)n. Firmly 
did she tread the well known path, till they reach* 
ed the border of her father's domain ; then, ior 
deed, she lingered to take one long, eternal fare- 
well of all she loved in life. » 

There was the venesable castle, with its long 
avenue and shady park standing in the moonlight) 
and the thousand remembered scenes of child- 
hood, and youth came thronging to her mind. 
f * The places which now knew her, would soon 
know her no more for ever." But she turned 
calmly and tearlessly away from them all, and 
walked rapidly onwmrd. 

The moon, in her path over England that nig^ 
saw many a scene of anguish like this ; but at 
lei^gth the pilgrims stood on ihe beach together 
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in the solemn moonlight. There was youth, with 
its bright enthusiastic hope, giving up all for Hea- 
ven ; and you might have seeA the stem zeal, tlie 
mflexible devotedness of manhood, glancing from 
eye to eye. They had a common cause, a com- 
mon sorrow, and a common hope ; their feelings 
and aflfections were one, and they all rose in one 
beautifiil sacrifice to God. 

♦ * * * ♦ Tif * 

Many years after this event, in an humble vil- 
lage on the wild New-England shore, a noble lady 
lay. on her bed of death. A light form was seen 
moling gently by her couch, and chanting, occa- 
sionly, in low thrilling tones, some of the holy 
hymns of our pilgrim fathers. There was a 
brilliant hectic on the cheek of the dying lady^ 
and her eye was bright with almost unearthly 
histre. As her spirit had grown bright and lovely 
amid the waves of affliction, so the beauty of her 
eountenance had only caught a sublimer charac- 
ter amid the privations ^e had endured. The 
room in which she lay was neat almost to ele- 
gance, and the gentle assiduity of Ellen Moore 
had hung it with festoons of fresh and fragrant 
iewers. The open window was shaded with 
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woodbine and toses, and, far away between its 
shadowy laaves, you nught see the rocky shore 
and the blue wave of the Atlantic. 

The lady, who was waiting in this peaceful spot 
for death, had exhibited in her life an example of 
moral sublimity that is not often equalled. At the 
age of seventeen, she had left the home of her fa- 
thers; she had lived in a land of strangers, bra- 
ving the dangers of the deep and the horrors of 
the western wilderness; she had endured with 
calmness poverty and self-denial of every name; 
and now, at the age of twenty-four, worn with 
care and hardship, she laid down and died, in her 
youthful beauty, far from kindred and home. 



WAITING FOR 

THE HARVESTERS. 

BY N. P. WILLIS. 



And there she sat in ripen'd loveliness^ 
An English mother ; joyingin her babes, , 
Whose life was blight before her, and whose lips 
Were breaKuig into language with the sweet 
26* 
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And loving sentences they learn so soon. 

Her face was very beautiful, and mirth 

Was native on her lip ; but ever now 

As a sweet tone delighted her, the sniile 

Went melting into sadness, and the lash 

Droop'd gently to her eye, as if it knew 

Affection was too chaste a thing for mirth. 

It was the time for harvest ; and she sat 

Awaiting one. A breath of scented hay 

Was in the air, and from the distance came 

The noise of sickles, and the voices sent 

Out on the stillness of the quiet mom ; 

And the bw waters, coming like the stiain 

Of a pervading melody, stole m 

And made all music. 'Twas a holiness 

Of nature's making, and I liiled up 

My heart to Heaven, and in my g]|dnes8 pray'd 

That if a b(e^rt were sad, or if a tear 

Were living upon earth, it might be theirs 

To go abroad in nature, and to see 

A mother and her gentle babes like these^ 



A 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A WITHERED LEAP. 
BT W. O. 0R08BT. 



What ofiering can the minstrel bring.. 

To cost upon affectioii's shrine 7 
Twas hard thy magic qpell to fling 

O'er the fond heart already thine ! 

Thou wouldst not prize the lettering gem^ 
Thou wouldst but cast the pearl away ; 

For thine is now a diadem, 
Of lustre brighter £» than they. 

I win not bring the spring tide flower 

Reposing on its gentle leaf i 
Its memory lires but for an hour — 

I would not thine diould be as briel 

My heart! but that has long been thine— 
'Twere but a worthless o£feiing s 

The ruin of a rifled shrine^ 
A flower that &8t is withering. 
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My song! — 'tis but a mournful strain, 
, So deep in sorrow's mantle clad, 
E'en echo will not wake again 
The muac of a strain so sad^ 

;' A withered leaf! — ^nay, scorn it ncf%y 
Nor deem it all unworthy thee ; 
It grew i^n a hallowed spot, 
And sacred is its memory. 

I pluckM it from a lonely bough 
That hung above my mother's grave 

And felt, e'en then, that none but thou 
Couldst prize the gift affection gave. 

She faded with the flowers of spring, 
That o'er her lifeless form were cast — 

And when I plucked this &ded thing, 
'Twas shivering in the autumn blast. 

*Twas the last one !-r-«ll — all were gone. 
They bloom'd not where the yew trees wave; 

This leaf and I were left alone, 
Pale watchers o'er my mother's grave. 

1 I mark'd it, when full oft I sought 
That spot so dear to memory ; 
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I loved it— for I fondly thought, 
Itlingefd there to mourn with met 

Fve nuMsten'd it with many a tear, 

I've hallow'd it with many a prayer, 
And while this bursting heart was clear 

From guilt's dark stain, I shrined it there. 

Now, lady, now the gift is thine I 

Oh, guard it with a vestal's care i 
Make but thine angel heart its shrine^ 

And I will kneel and w(a«hip tiieie ! 



THE VOYAGE OP 

THE PHILOSOPHERS. 

AN EASTERN TALB. 



The celebrated Hiram, king of Tyre, was not 
only a patron of the arts, biit a promoter of learn- 
ing also. He founded seminaries, encouraged 
talent, and favoured men of letters. 

In a simple state of society, the disputes of men 
arise out of questions of conduct* but as they 
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grow more learned and reiined, they quarrel 
about matters of speculation. After the rights of 
property and the rules of duty are well ascertam- 
ed, there is little opportunity for the exhibition of 
superior sagacity, except in the discussion of 
misty points of doctrine. Those, therefore, who 
are ambitious of display, leaving vulgar questions 
of right- and wrong in action, to less ambitious 
minds, soar aloft into the diviner regions of doubt 
and abstraction. 

Thus it happened m Phoenicia. The princi- 
ples of morality, embracing the social and reli- 
gious duties, having been settled so that "the 
wayfaring man, though a fool, need not err 
therein," the philosophers began to wrangle about 
subtle points of belief. Sundry questions were 
started relating to the destiny of the soul after 
death. The general notion of the future happi- 
ness of the virtuous and the misery of the wicked, 
was too easily comprehended, and too generally 
admitted, to satisfy these acute metaphysicians. 
They must needs penetrate the curtain that is 
dropped between the mortal and immortal state, 
and gain as exact knowledge of things unseen ap 
of things seen. 

We cannot undertake to detail the various the- 
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dries which were now started by the philoso- 
phers, or attempt to give an account of the nu- 
merous sects mto which they divided the inhabi- 
tants of Phcenicia. One of the leading questions, 
however, which seemed^ to separate the people 
into two great divisions, was this : What is the 
shape of the vast island which forms the para- 
dise of the blessed 7 It was generally agreed that 
this island lay far away in the ocean ; that it was 
the abode of perpetual spring, and the seat of uni- 
versal and unbounded bliss. But what was its 
shape ? Was it circular ot triangular ? These 
were questions which agitated the people, and 
shook society to its foundation. 

King Hiram wsts a man of sense, and of a 
practical turn ; he determined, therefore, that the 
question should be settled by occular demonstra- 
tion. He accordingly ordered an expedition to be 
fitted out, consisting of as many vessels as there 
were sects. He then selected the leading philo- 
sophers of every sect, gave each the command 
Of a vessel, and ordered them to sail forth upon 
the sea in quest of the happy isle, and bring hmi 
tidings of the result. 

The squadron consisted of several hundred 
vessels, manned by expert seamen. Having eii- 
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tered the Indian ocean, by the way of the Red 
Sea, they bade adieu to the shore, and stretched 
forth upon the blue main, guidmg their course 
by the heavenly bodies. They kept together for 
many days ; but at length the skies became in- 
volved in clouds, and violent disputes arose among 
the philosophers. Under these circumstances, 
the great question should have been as to their 
course ; but, instead of this, they went to logger- 
- heads about the shape of the happy island. From 
words they almost came to blows, and finally the 
philosophers parted in anger. One portion set 
off in one direction, another portion m the oppo- 
site direction, while a large number, unable to 
make up their minds amid such contending 
views, furled their sails, and left their vessels to 
drift with the tide. 

The two squadrons stretched away, the one 
east, the other west, and, so long as they kept in 
sight of each other, their activity seemed stimu- 
lated by a desire to be as far from each other as 
possible. After sailing for many days in an 
easterly course, and having encountered innume- 
rable dangers and hardships, one of the squadrons 
approached the happy isle. A lovelier light than 
that of summer shone over it, and sweeter land- ^ 
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scapes than those ot Arabia spread along its 
coast. The inhabitants received them with the 
kindest welcome, and such happiness thrilled in 
the bosoms of the philosophers, that all feelings 
but those of benevolence subsided, and forgetting 
their anger, they wished that their antagonists 
might be partakers of their joy. Scarcely had 
they expressed these feelings, when in the east- 
em horizon they discovered the other squadron 
under full sail coming down upon the island in a 
direction opposite to that by which they had ar 
rived. They soon reached the shore, and the 
philosophers, who had parted in malice, now met 
in peace. 

Having spent some time at the happy isle, they 
entered their ships, and, bidding a reluctant adieu 
to the place, returned to Tyre. On being re- 
quired by the king to tell him the shape of the 
island, the grand object of the expedition, the phi- 
losophers looked at each other, and appeared to be 
abashed. The kmg was angry, and imperiously 
commanded them to answer his question. They 
then confessed that they had forgotten to ask about 
the shape of the island. " Let me have no more 
quarrels then," said the king," about idle questions 
of belief J let your arrogance and dogmatism be 
26 
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humbled by the recollection, that opposite courses 
have led to the same point ; and remember, that 
matters of speculation, which are wrought into 
consequence by contention, sink into insignifi- 
cance in the light of truth." 



THE TWINS. 

BY S. GRISWOI.D GOODRICH. 



" I tdl it to yoM as 'twas told to me." 

In the autumn of 1826, 1 had occasion to visit 

the town of N , beautifully situated on the 

v/estem bank of the Connecticut river. My busi- 
ness led me to the house of B , a lawyer of 

threescore and ten, who was* now resting from 
the labours, and enjoying the fruits of a life strenu- 
ously and successfully devoted to his p^fession. 
His drawing room was richly furnished, and 
decorated with several valuable paintmgs. There 
was one among them, that particularly attracted 
my attention. It represented a mother with two 
beautiful chal^n, one in either arm, a light veil 
thrown over the group, and one of the children 
pressing its lips to the cheek of the mother. 
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" That," said I, pointing to the picture, " is very- 
beautiful. Pray, sir, what is the subject of it ?" 
"It is a mother and her twins," said he; "the 
picture in itself is esteemed a fine one, but I value 
it more for the recollections which are associated 
with it." I tiunied my eye upon B ; he look- 
ed communicative, and I asked him for the story. 
"Sit down," said -he, "and I will tell it." We 
accordingly sat down, and he gave me the follow- 
ing narrative. 

During the period of the war of the revolution, 
there resided, in the western part of Massachu- 
setts, a farmer by the name of Stedman. He was 
a man of substance, descended from a very re- 
spectable English family, well educated, distin- 
guished for great firmness of character in general, 
and alike remarkable for inflexible integrity and 
steadfast loyalty to his king. Such was the re- 
putation he sustained, that even when the most 
violent antipathies against royalism swayed the 
community, it was still admitted on all hands, that 
farmer Stedman, though a tory, was honest in his 
opinions, and firmly believed them to be right 

The period came when Burgoyne was advan- 
cing from the north. It was a time of great anxie- 
ty with both the friends and foes of the revolution, 
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and one which caDed forth their highest exer- 
tions. The patriotic militia flocked to the stand- 
ard of Gates and Stark, while many of the tories 
resorted to the quarters of Burgoyne and Baum. 
Among the latter was Stedman. He had no 
sooner decided it to be his duty, than he took a 
kind ferewell- of his wife, a woman of uncommon 
beauty, gave his children, a twin boy and girl, a 
long embrace, then mounted his horse and depart- 
ed. He joined himself to the unfortunate expe- 
dition of Baum, and was taken with other prison- 
ers of war by the victorious Stark. 

He made no attempt to conceal his name or 
character, which were both soon discovered, and 
he was accordingly conmiitted to prison as a tr»> 
tor. The gaol, in which he was confined, was in 
the western part of Massachusetts, and nearly in 
a ruinous condition. The farmer was one night 
waked from his sleep by several persons in his 
room. " Come," said they, " you can now re- 
gain your liberty : we have made a breach in the 
prison, through which you can escape." .To 
their astonishment, Stedman utterly refused to 
leave his prison. In vain they expostulated 
with him 5 in vam they represented to him that 
life was at stake. His reply was, that he waa a 
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true man, and a servant of King George, and he 
would not creep out of a hole at night, and sneak 
away from the rebels, to save his neck' from the 
gallows. -Finding it altogether fruitless to attempt 
to move him, his friends left him, with some ex=- 
pressions of spleen. 

The time at length arrived for the trial of the 
prisoner. The distance to the place where the 
court was sitting was about sixty miles. Stedman 
remarked to the sheriff, when he came to attend 
him, that it would save some expense and incon- 
venience, if he could be permitted to go alone, 
and on foot. "And suppose," said the sheriff 
"that you should prefer your safety to your 
honour, and leave me to seek you in the British 
camp ?" " I had thought," said the farmer, red- 
dening with indignation, " that I was peaking to 
one who knew me." " I do know you, indeed," 
said the sheriff; "I i^ke but in jest ; you shall 
have your way. Go, and on the third day I shall 

expect to see you at S ." * * * * The farmer 

departed, and at the appointed time he placed 
himself in the hands of the sheriff. 

I was now engaged as his counsel. Stedman 
insisted, before the court, upon telling his whole 
story ; and, when I would have taken advantage 
26* 
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of some technical points, he sharply rebuked me, 
and told me that he had not employed me to 
prevaricate, but only to assist him in teUing the 
truth. I hadaievor seen such a displa}«of simple 
integrity. It was affecting to witness his love of 
holy, unvarnished truth, elevating liim above 
every other consideration, and presiding in his 
breast as a sentiment even superior to the love 
of life. I saw the tears more than once spring- 
ing to the eyes of his judges ; never before, or 
since, have I felt such an interest in a client I 
plead for him as I would have plead for my own' 
life. 1 drew tears, but I could not sway the judg- 
ment of stem men, controlled rather by a sense 
of duty than the compassionate promptings of 
humanity. Stedman was condemned. I told 
him there was a chance of pardon,, if he would 
ask for it. I drew up a petition, and requested him 
to sign it, but he refused. " I have done," said he, 
" what I thought my duty. I can ask pardon of 
my Grod, and my king ; but it \i»uld be hypocri- 
sy to ask forgiveness of these men, for an action 
which I should repeat, were I placed again in 
similar circumstances. No ! ask me not to sign 
that petition. If what you call the cause of 
American freedom requires the blood of an ho- 
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nest man for a conscientious discharge of what he 
deemed his duty, let me be its victim. Go to my 
judges, and tell them that I place not my fears 
nor my hopes in them." It was in vain that I 
pressed the subject ; and I went away in despair. 
In returning to my house, I accidentally called 
on an acquaintance, a young man of brilliant 
genius, the subject of a passionate predilection for 
painting. This led him frequently to take excur- 
sions into the country, for the purpose of sketch- 
ing such objects and scenes as were interesting to 
him. From one of these rambles he had just 
returned. I found him sitting at his easel, giving 
the last touches to the picture which attracted 
your attention. He asked my opinion of it. 
" It is a fine picture," said I ;" is it a fancy piece, 
or are they portraits?" "They are portraits," 
said he ; " and save perhaps a little embellishment, 
they are, I think, striking portraits of the wife 
and children of your unfortunate client, Stedman. 
In the course oMhy rambles, I chanced to call at 
his house in H . I never saw a more beauti- 
ful group. The mother is one of a thousand 5 
and the twins are a pair of cherubs." " Tell me,'» 
said I, laying my hand on the picture, " tell me, 
are they true and faithful portraits of the wife 
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and children of Stedman?*' My 
made niy friend stare. He assured me that, so 
far as he could be permitted to judge of his own 
productions, they were striking representations. 
I asked no farther questions 5 1 seized the pictures 
and hurried with it to the prison where my client 
was confined. I found him sitting, his face co- 
vered with his hands, and apparently wrung by 
keen emotion, I placed &e picture in such a 
situation that he could not fidl to see it I laid 
the petition <Si the Bttle table by his side, and left 
the room. 

In half an hour I jetumed. The farmer grasp- 
ed my hand, while tears stole down his cheeks; 
his eye glanced first upon the picture, and then to 
the petition. He said nothing, but handed the 
latter to me. I took it, and left the apartment 
He had put his name to it The petition WM 
granted, and Stedman was set at liberty. 
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THE SENTRY BOX. 

BY CHARLES WEST THOMSON. . 

Ah ! gentle widow ! what a piao 

To snare the good, kind-hearted man ! 

How could'st thou have the hardihood 

To sap his unsospecting heart, 
And aim to stir his sober blood, 

Fair dame ! with thy delusive art ? 
How all unconscious does he swear 
He can discern no atom there. 

Dear Uncle Toby ! canst not spy 
A cupid in the widow's eye, 
That seeks to rob thee of thf rest 

By means which thou canst not surmise, 
And aims an arrow at thy breast, 

Whose point is dipped in tears and sighs ? 
Nay, Uncle Toby ! turn away, 
Lest woman's eye thy heart betray. 
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CATSKILL. 

A JOURNAL OF THE GRAND AND GLORIOUS. 



iR Nay— youshaD bbc mine orchard , where, iii an arbour, 

we will eat a last year's pippin, of my own grafting, with a dish 

ci caraways, and so forth :^ome, cousin Silence — and then to 

bed. 

P. Pore God, you have a goodly dwelling and a rich. 

S. Marry, good sir — spread, Davy — spread. 

Shaksfeabe. 

It was a sultry morning in the dog days of the 
last memorable year, when I stepped on board 
the Constellation with three friends, whose spirits 
are as elastic and healthful as the air of the moun- 
tains that we trod together. Perhaps it may not 
be uncivil to say something about them. The 
first, and tallest, was an honest hearted, noble fel- 
low, with a well-shaped head, and almost bald. 
He was a man of exceeding jest, a good politician, 
and a decided opponent of Governor CUnton. One 
of his greatest sins is being the conductor of a 
popular newspaper in New-York ; but, as a writer 
and a man of genius, he holds a very respectable 
rank. He told an admirable story, knew all the 
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lions, was a downright yankee ; and, what was 
better than all, had been to Catskill often afore- 
time, and was thus excellently well fitted for tell- 
ing us all about the matter. The second was one 
of those generous, high souled fellows, who re- 
main ever the same to you, through all the wear 
and tear of life; one who had seen much of the 
world for his years, and who could laugh at its 
follies with infinite glee, and ruffle it heartily with 
all he met in it, in the style of that true phikio- 
phy which takes things as they come, and asks 
few questions. He was as slim as any genius in 
the world, and had a nose that bore the true Wel- 
lington stamp. He was as fond of porter as an 
alderman, and sometimes subject to the heart- 
bum. But that is a small matter, as long as the 
neart lies in the right place. His did lie so, empha- 
tically. The third was a law student ; a young 
gentleman of talent, and of a philosophical turn. 
He had a keen relish for a joke ; and with his 
small portion of tobacco in mouth, seemed to en- 
joy equally politics or puns. Here, then, we were 
congregate with much company, on board the 
steam-boat, at the foot of Courtlandt-street, on 
the mommg aforesaid. Our object was a visit to 
the Catskill mountains, and we had determined in 
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the way to take our route up the waters of th^ 
Hudson. There was something animating in the 
bustle of this business. In a slip hard by lay the 
Lady Clmton, also full of merry facies, all lighted 
up with the excitement of the occasion ; and on 
the deck, by way of enticement, a fine band was 
thundering away, asking every one to bestow his 
money where he might have music as well as 
merriment. For our own parts, we were deter- 
mined to remain by the Constellation ; and in a 
short time we swung off, and began to dash up 
the river. It would be swelling this description 
to an unmerciful length, to dwell upon the beau- 
ties and wonders that are continually breaking 
upon you in sailing up this noble stream. Nature 
has congregated so many of her imposmg and 
glorious things here, that each of them would fur- 
nish a volume, and still half the story would be 
left imtold. Nor is nature alone in calling upon 
your deep and powerful feelings. Memory is 
busy with the traveller, as he passes scenes around 
which a thousand associations cluster ; and the re- 
collection of revolutionary times lends to the 
banks of the North River an interest hardly 
equalled, certainly not surpassed. Leaving £^11 
. these things, therefore, to be viewed by the pil- 
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grim, rather than go into any history about them, 
we will, with permission, land the gentle reader 
at once on the left bank of the Hudson, recom- 
mending to him, should he ever be inclined to 
wend this way, to enter himself on board the 
aforementioned boat, where Captain Cnittenden 
(should he still hold his place) will supply him 
with every comfort which can be anticipated, or 
which can result from good living, good quarters, 
a good engine, and last, not least, gentlemanly at- 
tention. 

It was near eleven at night, when we arrived at 
the town of Ciitskill. Here a spruce, stirring, 
and, above all, a civil and obliging landlord, con- 
trived speedily to make us as comfortable as rea- 
sonable men could wish to be. We were by no 
means inclined to be fastidious ; for to persons 
who have been fifteen hours under the influences 
of a hot sun and hotter boilers, and who have en- 
dured for a still greater length of time the trill oi a 
steam-boat, even though she bear them over wa- 
ters as delightful as the Hudson ; to such persons 
a still bed and a land breeze let gently in at the 
attic, are matters generally taken advantage of 
without much question or delay. After a bad 
night's rest, the niisery of a busy and popular ho- 
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tel, we started at six A. M . on a tolerable Sunday 
morning, for the mountain house, or, as it is more 
singularly and unaccoimtably termed, the Pine 
Orchard, I apprehend this cognomen is about 
as legitimate as that of lake applied to the ponds 
in England and Scotland; but for an orchard! it 
would have puzzled Master Slender himself to 
make out the case. Slow, silent, and sure, we 
wound our way along a rocky, though quite a 
decent and comfortable road ; but our expectations 
were somewhat damped and dinuned by,the great 
thickness of the atmosphere, which had for some 
time been unusually smoky. After an hour's ride, 
the hotel was descried through the dense air, 
planted far over our heads, at a height which, at 
first view, astonishes the beholder. . He is not pre- 
pared to look so high for a large house, and a 
place of fashionable resort ; and when he becomes 
satisfied that he is really gazing upon the moun- 
tain dwelling, he almost doubts the practicabihty 
of attaining it. The ascent soon became tedioud 
and steep ; and, to those of us who had been ac- 
customed to toil to loftier eminences by a mere 
footpath, and that an intolerable one, this convey- 
ance by carriage over a comparatively good road 
was a relief of which we were peculiarly sensible. 
27 
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We halted at Rip Van Winkle's. This august per- 
sonage, who sits in his shanty chair with all the 
importance of one who has suffered classiCBl ca- 
nonization, met us with much solemnity ; and it 
was with great satiisfaction we partook of the 
mountain dew, which distilled mysteriously in at 
his window, and admirably comported, in its in- 
troduction, with the thousand wonderments that 
centre round the old man's dwelling. Having, 
like good pilgrims, cut our canes, we left him in 
the midst of a story about a sea serpent, which 
Rip maintained was then committing diviers atro- 
cities in Schoharie. 

Within a mile of our destination, on a gradual, 
though a short descent, we were brought to a 
sudden and splendid view of the momitain house, 
literally hanging, like some brilliant work of en- 
chantment, over our very heads. Perhaps there 
is no point at which the mind is so powerfully 
i^truck with the temerity of man as at this, whiere 
a massive pile is seen projected by him to the very 
brink of a yawning precipice. More than two 
hundred feet above us stood this building, the 
^bode of elegance and ease ; and round it the 
bare and thunder-stricken trees were lifting them- 
selves ; and above and below lay the riven rocks 
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in varied and indescribable grandeur ; wnile, to 
the eye, the cliff on which it rested seemed but a 
frailispot for the mansion that loomed above it. 
A single whirl of the coach, and this imposing 
scene was closed on us. In a few moments, we 
alighted in front of the hotel, within twenty feet 
of the bold, gray precipice. The first impression 
is that of the dangerous location of this house 5 
but, when the eye glances at the solid foundation 
on which it rests, you feel satisfied that nothing 
but the earthquake can shake its deep and endu- 
ring base. 

The atmosphere still continuing hazy, we could 
obtain but a partial and indistinct view of the 
country below us through such a medium. 
Enough, however, was visible, to convince us that 
this was one of the proud places of nature ; and 
that we only wanted a clear air and an unclouded 
sun to enable us to gaze out upon a world of va- 
ried and wonderful beauty. We now stood on 
an eminence more than three thousand feet above 
the level of the Hudson ; and I believe myself 
safe in saying, that the earth could not present a 
scene of greater sublimity, softened with more 
delightful traits of mellowness and richness. The 
fertility of the landscape on the NjWrth River is 
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proverbial. One can scarcely conceive of the as- 
tonishing extent of elegant cultivation which un- 
bosoms itself to the eye, as it wanders ovefr the 
teeming land from this vast and commanding ele- 
vation. On the day after our arrival, we enjoyed 
this prospect in all its unrivalled magnificence. 
Beneath our feet lay the villages In little clusters, 
as things that we could cover or remove with our 
hands. The broad fields, waving with all the opu- 
lence of early harvest, were contracted into spots 
of singularly mellowed beauty, as the brilliant 
sun poured his rays upon them. The forests, that 
would seem interminable to the traveller, pursu- 
ing his way through their intricacies and gloom, 
were but dark lines upon the map that was un- 
rolled before us ; and under us, like a line of light 
upon the landscape, lay the broad North River, 
glittering as it stretched away among its hills, un- 
til lost in the immense distance that it brightened 
to the last. On its narrow and silvered bosom, you 
might discover little objects moving slowly away, 
like specks upon a streamlet ,* and sometimes a 
small black vapour would seem to hover over 
them, or stretch itsdlf in a dull line behind their 
weary track. Then some pigmy sail might be 
seen floating on those distant waters, orVaintly re- 
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lieved against the dark shores between which it 
plied. Should you lessen the distance with the 
teleaeope which lies at your side, you would find 
these atoms coming to your eye in form very like 
steam-boats and sloops, that are ploughing and 
smoking along a mighty river, to cities and towns 
which a moment before lay like points under 
your feet. 

Still further away, the mountains of some sister 
state were seen rising, hke small hills, upon the 
horizon. In some distant interval, small, dark 
clouds were hanging over the land, and the. dim- 
ness that sometimes gathered beneath them, di- 
rected us at once to the spot where the shower 
was refreshing a portion of the heated coimtry. 
But the eye reposed with the most pleasing satis- 
faction 'upon the cultivated and blooming acres 
that smiled along the whole region which it com- 
manded ; and it made us feel proud of our home, 
to reflect that we could point from such an emi- 
nence to such a scene, and tell the stranger that 
this was but one of the beautiful pictures of our 
native land. 

At sunrise, we were gazing upon one of the 
«tnost grand and imposing scenes which the world 
ever presented to painter or poet. Immediately 
27* 
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below us, and then as far away as the highlands 
that embosom fhe Hudson, lay a huge and undu- 
latmg mass ef fleecy clouds, veiling the landscape 
entirely, and presenting to the most unimpassion- 
ed eye a striking resemblance of a silent and out- 
stretched ocean. Anon, as the wind, moving 
amidst and below them, effected a change in their 
volumes, the green and variegated earth would 
burst from beneath their massy folds, and for a 
moment lie unveiled before you, as the immense 
and shifting curtain was lifted from its resting 
place. Then again the impenetrable vapour 
would settle over the whole, and envelope it, as it 
would seem, for ever. A hundred times did this 
glorious scene pass before us ; until, as day ad- 
vanced, the vast clouds consolidated into gorgeous 
columns, or, taking numberless beautiful aad fan- 
tastic forms, swept away into the north, to descend 
in rain upon the distant hills. Around and above 
us (for this is not the highest land in the vicinity) 
every thing was reposing in a clear and dry at- 
mosphere ; and it was delightful to observe that, 
while the world below us was waking to a dull, 
foggy, heart-killing morning, here, above the 
clouds, were some scores of good-natured, down- 
right gentlemen and ladies, early risen to be sure, 
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Willi braced spirits and bright eyes, chatting over 
a precipice, upon a modem settee, drawn within 

'" four feet of its verge, and laughing, and exclaim- 
ing, and roaring (genteelly) with all their might, 
over a sea of clouds tost into a storm underneath 
them— piercing the mass of mist, now with a peal 
of merriment, and now with a projectile, and at 
last turning from cliff to breakfast-hall, with no 
more feeling of Olympus on Catskill, than they 

"had had of comfort at Saratoga! Ehue!— what 
mundane creatures some of us are ! 

Ingrediturqae wlOf eapot inter nubila condit 

A chief amusement with all true travellers at 
Catskill, consists in casting stones, or rocks, instar 
montia, over the cliffe, and watching their course 
as they go smoking and thundering into the ra- 
vine. Much does it shame me to say, that in tins 
species of delight did our party spend some hours 
of the Sabbath after our arrival. Though there 
was something grand in witnessing the posthaste 
With which the rocks projected made their way 
into the depths below, leaping from precipice, 
hundreds of feet, to precipice beneath, and rat- 
tling and crashing into the valleys 5 still there 
was soniething irresistibly ludicrous in the infi- 
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nite pains taken by some of us lo effect all thw, 
A long armed Southerner did the business best. 
He would dig out the ledge like Poljrphemus. 
Our law student thought it matter of trespass, and 
would have nothing to do with it, but to look on 
and enjoy it. My friend in the Wellington nose 
worked well, and spared not,— soiling his hands 
as he rolled heavy masses among the burnt bushes, 
and taking no note of the day,— while the edi- 
tor, to his shame be It spoken, would not lift a 
fmger in the business, after the first essay, because^ 
forsooth, his white pantaloons had suffered mate- 
rial detriment in contact with the snmtty points 
of the pestilent bushes. For myself, as I was to 
give a description of the whole thing to the world, 
it was no more than right and natural that I 
should stand in my Florence flannel jacket, a 
calm and silent spectator. Thus historians should 
ever do. 

On the following morning, after a walk of two 
miles, we reached the Falls, The approach ta 
this spot might be made much more convenient — 
and it should be ^ for to ladies, it is one of the worst 
of pilgrimages ; especially to those of the beauti- 
ful who are not Dianas in the art of threading 
woods, or who have fallen off* from the good old 
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custom of wearmg thick-soled shoes on tremen- 
€k>if8 occasions, tlie carriage to the falls was had 
enough ; it is reasonable enough to wish that the 
path near them may be made better. Meanwhile 
if improvement have taken place m that quarter, 
in these particulars, like honourable men, out 
whole party begs pardon of the authorities, as Ak 
duty bound. But I will intfoduce the readei: to 
this grand and extraordinary spectacle. We firdk 
came to the verge of the precipice, from which the 
water takes its leap upon i platfotin that projects 
with the rock many feet over the chasm. Iter6 
we gazed into the dell and the basin into whicti 
the streaqa pours itself fh)m the beetling cliflT. But 
the prospect Arom this point is far less thrillihff 
than from below ; BXid we accordiiigiy began biir 
descent Winding round the crags, and following 
H foot-path between the overhanging trees, we 
gradually and with some difficulty descended so 
far as to have a fuie view of the station which we 
had just left. The scene here is magnificent be- 
yond description. Far under the blackened cano- 
py of everlasting rock that shoots above to an 
alarming extent over the abyss, the eye glances 
round a vast and regular amphitheatre, which 
seems to be the wild assembling-place of all the 
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spirits of the storms,— 00 rugged, so deep, so se- 
cluded, and yet so threatening does it appear! 
Down from the midst of the cliff that overarches 
this wonderful ej^cavatibn, and dividing in the 
midst the gloom that seems to settle within it, 
comes the foaming torrent, splendidly relieved 
upon the black surface of the enduring walls, and 
throwing its wreaths of mist along the frowning 
ceiling. Following the guide that had brought 
us thus far down the chasm, we passed into the 
amphitheatre, and, moving under the terrific pro- 
jection, stood in the centre of this sublime and 
stupendous work;— the black iron-bound rocks 
behind us, and the snowy cataract springing be- 
tween us and the boiling basin, which still lay 
under our feet. Here the scene was unparalleled. 
Here seemed to be the theatre for a people to stand 
in, and behold the prodigies and fearful wonders 
of the Almighty, and feel their own insignificance. 
Here admiration and astonishment come unbidden 
over the soul, and the most obdurate heart feels 
that there is something to be grateful for. Indeed^ 
the scene from this spot is so sublime and so well 
calculated to impress the feelings with a sense of 
the power and grandeur of nature, that, apart from 
all other considerations, it is worthy of long jour- 
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nteying and extreme toil to behold it. Having ta- 
ken refreshment, very adroitly managed to be con- 
veyed to us from above by John, — whom, by the 
way, I would name as an excellent guide as well 
as a reputable boy,— we descended to the extreme 
depth of the ravine, and, with certain heroic la- 
dies, who somehow dared the perils of the path, 
we gazed from this place upon the sheet of wa- 
tfer, falling frohi a height of more than two hun- 
dred and fifty feet. This is a matter of which 
Niagara would not speak lightly; and there is 
wanting only a heavy fall of water to make this 
spot, not only magnificent, — for that it is now,— 
but terribly sublime. Mountains ascend and over- 
i^hadow it; crags and precipices project them- 
selves in menacing assemblage all about, as though 
frowning over a ruin which they are only waiting 
some fiat to make yet more appalling. Nature 
has hewed out a resting place for man, where he 
ihay linger, and gaze, and admire ! below him 
she awakens her thunder and darts her lightning, 
above film she lifts still loftier summits, and 
round him she flings her spray and her rain- 
bows! 

It was with reluctance we quitted a scene of 
such surpassing and varied grandeur. A toilsome 
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ascent was at length effected, and the expenmenl 
of lowering refreshment from the heights, in a 
basket, was repeated, to the satisiiaction of many 
who were not content with the exhilarating prin- 
ciple of simple port and fountain water. We now 
stood on what may be termed the table rock ; 
and, after calling to mind, as our basket went up, 
tiie gatherers of " samphire" on the cliff of Dover, 
and amusing ourselves with thundering a few 
rocks into the abyss, we again ascended, and ^i- 
dured a c(mveyance back to the mountain house. 
Having taken an excellent dinner, whereat ^e 
editor unmortalized himself by exhibiting to a 
large table the method of uncorking stable chamr 
paign, at four P. M. we bade adieu to the mansion 
and the clouds, and to No. 35^ and thereabouts- 
whisked by Rip, still maintaining stem state by 
his counter— rushed into the warm latitudes— em- 
barked late at night on board the Chief Justice 
A^rshall, in the midst of thunder and lightning, 
the roar of steam, two cases of elegant distress, 
and a numerous company, and early next mom- 
ing were landed, safe, comfortable, and delightedi 
in the noisy city of Crotham. 
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MRS. HEMANS. 



This emiaent female poetic whter was horn 
ia Didfie Street, Liverpool, 25th September, 
1794* Her maiden name was Felicia Doio- 
diea Biowne. Her &ther was a native of Ire- 
kiid; her mother was a German lady, a Miss 
Wag^wr, bat descended from a Venetian family, 
lb dMse circumstances Mrs. Hemans would 
^yfieHi playftdly allude as accounting for the 
ii^wig tij9ge of r(»nance and poetry which per« 
▼aded her character from her earliest years. 
Afiodier circumsti^ce which undoubtecQy ope« 
fMed strongly in the development of these 
traits, was the removal of her family, when 
die was only five years of age, to Denbigh- 
ddre, in North Wales. That land of wild 
mountain scenery and ancient minstrelsy was 
die fitting place to impart sublimity to h^ 
yoatliAil &ncies, and elevate her feelings wiA 
the glow of patriotism and devotion. 

In the year 1812, at the early age of seven- 
teen, she was married to Capt. Hemans, of the 
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Fourth Regiment, and settled in the neighbor- 
hood of St. Asaphs — ^but her married life was 
not happy. This domestic infelicity was to her 
a most painful subject, one to which she could 
bear no allusion ; and the tenderness and for- 
bearance with which she, while living, treaty 
the faults of her husband, render it the duty of 
those who love her memory to forbear, as &r 
as possible, from adverting to scenes and suf- 
ferings that so tried and tortured her sensitive 
heart. Suffice it ta say, that her husband left 
her and his five young sons to struggle as they 
might with sorrow and the cold, selfish wcnrld* 
Mrs. Hemans continued to reside at " Rhyllon, 
near St. Asaphs," with her mother. This was 
her most favorite residence, where she wrote 
many of her best poems. 

A small woodland dingle near Rhyllon was 
her favorite retreat. Here she would spend 
long summerjnnomings to read and project and 
compose, while her children played about her. 
" Whenever one of us brought her a flower,** 
writes one of them, " she was sure to introduce 
al into her next poem." 

Aflqr the death of her mother, Mrs. Hemaas 
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removed to Wavertree, near Liverpool, where 
she resided about three years, and then again 
removed to Dublin, where the e3q[>ense of edu- 
cating her sons would, she found, be more 
within her means. But sorrow, care, and the 
<* wasting task ahd lone " of her minstrel voca- 
tion, had brought on a deep disease, which the 
sympathy of friends (atid who that ever read 
the outpourings oflier soul was not her friend?) 
could not alleviate or remove. She closed her 
Ufe May 30th, 1835, <'and died as stars go 
down," her genius bright dnd €^xpanding to the 
last, and trust in her Redeemer calming every 
fear, and cheering the darkness of the tomb 
with the holy light of faith and love. She has 
gone from us, but the light of her genius will 
never be dimmed, nor the song of her harp for- 
gotten. She has thrilled those chords of the 
human soul which, while the race of man con- 
tinues, cannot but respond to her sentiments. 
Love, in all its purest, holiest, sweetest emo- 
tions of household afiections, p^trioti^n, and 
devotion, was the mighty spell by which she 
wrought, and till love shall ceas^ from earth 
her name can never die. 
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THE CHARNEL SHIP. 

Dm ChKlflilOB OtMfflcr of the 90ili December, laSH^ i 
the •ccomit of a reoiel diKorered in 1773, by a Greenhuid whale 
ihfp. It had been tx eeventeen yean fioeen op attoog the ie» 
beififaitheNoidiPokrSia; and, ivhen iNuid, the eoam eCfif* 
111 peoene, fai an almoM perHict elate «4 pfeeenratioo, wne m 
botid. Thoee of the matter, hli wife, and a man wifli a hook^ Id 
whkh he had pttbaUy been writhicwheo he died, ; 

altiacted the attention of Oapuin Wan^n and hii men. 

* 

Tra night— the kmg dark night— at kit 

Passed feariUlf away } 
'Mid crashing ice and hoiling hbwt 

They hailed the dawn of day. 
Which broke to cheer the whaler's crew, 
And wide aroonji its gray light threw. 

The storm had ceased— its wrath had rent 

The icy wall asunder— 
And many a piercing glance they sent 

Around in awe and wcmder ; 
And sailor hearts their rude praise gare 
To Qod, that morp, from o'er the ware. 

The breeze blew freshly, and the sun 

Poured his full radiance far 
On heaps of icy firagments, won—- 

Sad trophies— in the past night's war 
Of winds an4 waters, and in piles 
Now drifted by bright shining isles ! 



9KB CHASNIL fRttf. m 

But, k) ! still fiurOier off •{q^ean) 

A fonn|^i»or0 dim »ad d»ajf ^ 
And Mimiil 8]res-'«ikd kopM, and fetet 

Its skm^ straage j^togiM mivk. 
It moves towards them — ^by the breeze 
Borne onward i^om more northern seas. 

Near; and more near->^«nd can it btf^ 

More vent'roos than their own, 
A Ship, whose seeming ghost they sice 

Amdng l&e icebergs throwA-*> 
'^th broken masts— dismaatM aU, 
And dark sails like a fiineral palH 

"God of the mariner! prote^l 

Per inmates, ^ she moves a)^ 
Through perils, which ere now had wreckedi 

But that thine arm is strong!" 
Hal she has tttniek^-she groimds^^e staadi 
StiU-'Bs if held by giant handaf 

" Qoick, man the boat"---away tll^ ij^taig^ 

This stranger ship to idd, 
And loud their hailing voicaa-rftng. 

And rapid speed they made \ 
But all in silence, deep, nn]i)roke. 
The vessel stood—- none answering spoke. 

'Twas fearfta ! not a sound arose^ 
No moving ihing was there, 
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To intemipt the dxead fepose 

Which filled each heart with fear. 
On deck they nlent stepped— and aoiic^ 
Till one, a man, their sad si^t cans^. 

He was alone-^e damp^hill mould 

Of years hung on his cheek $ 
While the p^ within his hand had told 

The tale no voice mig^t speak : 
" Seventy days," the record stood—* 
"We have been in the ice, and wanted fbod!'^ 

They took his book, and tamed away, 

But sooa discovered where 
The wife, in her death-sleep, genUy lay 

Near him in life most dear — 
Who, seated beside his young heart's pride^ 
Long years before had calmly died. 

Oh, wedded love ! how beautlAil, 

How pore a thing, thou art, 
Whose influence e'en in death can rale 

And triumph o'er the heart ; 
Can cheer life's roughest walk, and shed 
A holy Hght around the dead! 

There was a solemn, sacred feeling 

Kindled in every breast. 
And, softly firom the cabin stealing 

They left them to their rest ; 
The ftdr, the young, the constant pair— 
They left them with a ^Utsing there. 
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And to their boat retaming, each 

With thoughtful brows, and haste, 
And o'ercharged hearts, too full for fpeeett^ 

Left 'midst the frozen waste 
That chamel ship, which years before 
Had sailed from distant Obion's shore. 

They left her in the icebergs, where 

Few venture to intrude, 
A monument of death and fear, 

'Midst Ocean's solitude j 
And, grateful for their own release, 
Thanked God, and sought their homes in peace. 
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